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Marrto e lord wen; 
Chancellor of . 


Eur OsMonD, lord high con- 5 
| ſtable of Sicily, | f 


Rovoreno, trier to 251 Mr. Havard. 


and captain of the guards, 


eee daughter of "7 Mrs. Cibber. 


FREDI, | 


Lavna, ſiſter nn 420 
friend to Meme, | 


| Barons, Officers, Guards, &c. 


SCENE The City of Palermo, in Sicily. 


Me Sheridan. 


"Mi Delane. 
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T's His ROYAL HIG HNESS, 


F R E D E R I . K 
PRINCE of WALES. 


QF HE honouryour ROYAL HIGH- 
I NESS has done me in the pro- 
tection you was pleaſed to give to this 


tragedy, emboldens me to lay it now _ 
at your feet, and beg your permiſſion _ 


: ” pune it under your royal patron- 


'The favouring and protecting of - q 


— has been, in all ages and coun- 


tries, one diſtinguiſhing mark of a great 


prince; and that with good reaſon, not 
only as it ſhews a juſtneſs of taſte, and 


dclevation of mind, but as the influence 


of ſuch a protection, by exciting good 


writers to labour with more emula- _ 


tion in the improvement of their ſeve- on 
lal talents, not a little contributes to 
& the embelliſhment and inſtruction of 
—_— ſociety, But of all the different ſpecies 


of writing, none has ſuch an effect up- 


on the lives and manners of men as the 


dramatic; and therefore that of all 


others GN 


DEDICATION. 


others moſt deſerves the attention of 
princes, who, by a judicious approba- 
tion of ſuch pieces as tend to promote 
all public and private virtue, may more 
than by any coercive methods ſecure 
the purity of the ſtage, and in conſe- 
quence thereof greatly advance the 
morals and politeneſs of their people. 
How eminently YOUR ROYAL 
 HIGHNESS has always extended 


your favour and patronage to every art 


and ſcience, and in a particular manner 
to dramatic performances, is too well 


known to the world for me to mention 
it here. Allow me only to wiſh, that 
| what I have now the honour to offer 
to your ROYAL HIGHNESS, may be 


judged not unworthy of your protection, 5 05 


at leaſt in the Sentiments which it in- 


culcates. A warm and grateful ſenſe of 
your goodneſs to me makes me deſi- | 


rous to ſeize every occaſion of decla- 


ring in public, with what profound reſ- „ 


: 128 and dutiful attachment, Jam, 5 


8 
Noun ROYAL. HiGuness's | 
Moſt obliged, 
SEEZZ2Voſt obedient, and 


Ms 75 8 Moſt devoted ſervant, _ 
JAMES ThomsoON, 


P RO LOGUE. 
8 OLD is the man! who, in this nicer age, 
Preſumes to tread the chaſte currect ell ft age, 
Now, with gay tinſel arts, we can no more 
: Conceal the want of nature's terling ore. 
Our ſpells are vaniſh'd, broke our magic wand, 
That us'd to waft you over fea and land. 
Before your light the fairy people fade, | 
| The demons fly—The ghoſt itſelf is laid. 
In wain of martial ſcenes th? loud alarms, 
Fhe migbiy prompter thundering out t6 2 ms, 
0 play-houf. poſe clatteri ing from a, fur, 
The cliſe-auedg d battle, and the din WAr. 
ER "Who even 8 feldom wv- con, 
1 The yawning fathers nol Bebi nil the ſc:ne. 
13 Your taſte 5 4 8 the glitter ing s fall: 228 
5 ; To figh in metaphor, and die in rhime. | 
. High rant is tumbled from bis gallery throne. 
Deſcription, dreams---nay, ſimilies are gone. 
bat ſbull we then? to pleaſe you how deviſe, 
Whoſe judgment ſits not in your ears and eyes? | 
Thrice happy ! could wwe catch great e 5 ar 5 
To trace the deep receſſes of the heart; | 
| His imple plain ſublime, ts which is given 
ov.” To firike the ſoul with darted flames from heaven: 
5 Could wwe awake ſoft Otway's tender woe, _ 
The pomp of werſe and golden lines of Rowe. 
Mie to your hearts apply: let them attend; 
Before their ſilent candid bar we bend. rp 
= Tf wwarm'd they liſten, tis our nobleſ? praiſe z ; 
5 If cold, 18 aged all the ſe s Pays: 5 


* E P 1 LC O Fi E. 
Spoken by Miſs: BupcrrL. 


\ Ramm'd to the Throat with wholeſome moral gu, 
Alas ! poor Audience ! you have had b. 
= N as ever bapleſs Heroine of a Play _ 


m 7 uch 4 TION 9 as ours To-dry 8 


We. 


Match d with 120 Huſbands, and yet. 
But bleſs me !—hold—IWhat Sounds are theſe I hear [= 
I. fee the TRAGIC MUSE herſelf appear. 


EP1LOGUE 


Was ever Woman fo by Lowe betray d? 
die a Maid, 


| The Back Scene opens, and diſcovers a romantic 
Silvan Landſkip; from which Mrs. CIBBER, in 
the Character of the TRAGIC MusE, advances 
flowly to Muſic, and ſpeaks the following Lines. 


. with your flippant Epilogue, that tries 
70 wipe the virtuous Tear from Bx1T1SH Eyes; 


That dares my moral Tragic Scene profane, 


With Strains—at beſt, unſuiti;'g, light and vain. 


Hence ſrom the pure unſully'd Beams that play 
In yon fair Eyes, where Virtue ſhines— Away 


BrITONS, 10 you from chaſte Caſtalian Groves, 


Mere dw 11 the tender, oft unhappy, Lowes ; | 
Where Shades of Heroes roam, each mighty Name, 
And court my Aid to riſe again to Fame ; 5 

To you I come, to Freedom's nobleſi Seat, 

And in BRITaNN a fix my laſt Retreat. 


In Greece and Rome, I watch'd the Publick W l; ; 


The purpled J. vn trembled at my Steel. 


Nor did I lefs ver private ſorrows reign, 


And mend the melting Heart with ſofter Pain. 
On France and You then roſe my bright ning Star, 


With ſocial Ray—Thbe Arts are neer at War. 


O, as your Fire and Genius fron blaze, 
As yours are generous Freedom's 


Let not the Gallick Tafte leave yours behind, 


older Lays, _ 


In decent Manners and in Life refin'd ; 


HBaniſb the motley Mode, to tag low H "PH 
The lau ughing Ballad to the mournſul Hearſe. 


When thro five Ads your Hearts have learnt to glow, 


© Tuuch'd with the ſacred Force of honeft Moe; ** 
O keep the dear Impreſſion on your Breaſt, 
Ner i Me it for a wretched Jef 13 


TANCRED and SIGISMUNDA. 
A 


T R A G E D V. 


ACT IL SCENE 1 
siessuunos, Laus. 


Sin | H fatal day to Sicily ! The vow 
| Approaches his laſt moments? 
1 So tis fear d. | 
Sigi The death of thoſe diftinguiſh'd by their ba- 5 
p ben, 
. But by their virtues more, awakes the mind 
To ſolemn dread, and ftrikes a ſaddening awe : 
Not that we grieve for them, but for ourſelves, 
Left to the toil of life—And yet the beſt 
Are, by the playful children of this world, 
At once forgot, as they had never been. ih, 
Laura, 'tis ſaid the heart is ſometimes charg 4 


Tx With a prophetic ſadneſs: ſuch, methinks, 


Now hangs on mine. The king 8 approaching earth 8 
Suggeſts a thouſand fears. What troubles thencde 


May throw the ſtate once more into confuſion, 


What ſudden changes in my father's houſe 
May riſe, and part me from my deareſt Tancred, 


_ Alarms my thought. 


Laur. The fears of love doh oer ! 

5 Perverſoly. buſy to torment itſelf. 5 
But be aſſur d your father's ſteady friendſhip, - 5 
Join'd to a certain genius, that commands, . 
Not kneels to fortune, will ſupport and cheriſh, 

Here in the public eye of Srcily, gi 
1 oy call him—his adopted. ſon, 1 
The 


8 | TANCRED AND 


The noble Tancred, form'd to all his virtues. | | 
Sigiſ. Ah form'd to charm his daughter !—This falr 


i Has tempted far the chace. Is he not yet [morn 
Return'dꝰ 
Laur. No.- When your father to the king, 


Who now expiring lyes, was call'd in haſte, 
He ſent each wy bh meſſengers to find him; 
With ſuch a look of ardor and impatience, 
As if this near event was to count Tancred 


Of more importance than I comprehend. 


Sigiſ. Therelyes, my Laura, o'er my Tancred's birth 


A cloud I cannot pierce. With princely accoſt, 


Nay, with reſpect, which oft 1 have obſerv'd, 


Stealing at times ſubmiſſive o'er his features, 
In Belmont's woods my father rear'd this youth— 
Ah woods! where firſt my artleſs boſom learn d 
The ſighs of love. He gives him out the ſon 
Of an old friend, a baron of Apulia, | 

W ho in the late cruſado bravely fell. 


But then tis ſtrange ; is all bis family, 
As well as father, dead? and all their * 


Except my fire, the generous good Siffredi“ 
Had he a mother, filter, brother left, 


The laſt remain of kindred ; with what pride, 


What rapture, might they fly o'er earth and fea, 
To claim this riſing honour of their blood! 


This bright unknown! this all-accompliſh'd youth! 
Who charms—too mueh—the heart of Sigiſmunda ! 


Laura, perhaps your brother knows hinr better, 


The friend and partner of his freeſt hours. 
What ſays Rodvlpho ? Does he 3 credit. 
This ſtory of his birth? 


Laur. He has ſometimes, 


Like you, his doubts; yet, when maturely veigtra, 
Believes it true. As for lord Tancred's ſelf, 


He never entertain'd the fighteſt thought 


That verg'd to doubt; but oft laments his fate.” 5 
By cruel fortune ſo ill pair d to yours. 


Sigiſ. Merit like his, the fortune of the mind, 


Beggars all n e to 6 your War Laura, 
| He talks of me? | 
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Tale of nothing elſe. Howe'er 
The talk begin, it ends with Sigiſmunda. 
Their morning, noontide, and their evening walks 
Are full of you ; and all the woods of Belmont ; 
Enamour'd with your name— 
Sigiſ. Away, my friend; 
You flatter—yet the dear deluſion charms. 
Laur. No, Sigiſmunda, 'tis the ſtricteſt truth, 
1 Nor half the Ns I tell you. Even with fondneſs, 
My brother talks for ever of the paſſion = 
That fires young Tancred's breaft. So much i it keibes 5 
He praiſes love as if he were a lover. [him, 
Hie blames the falſe purſuits of vagrant youth, 
Calls them gay folly, a miſtaken ſtruggle 
Againſt beſt-judging nature. Heaven, he ſays, 
In laviſh bounty form'd the heart for love; 
In love included all the finer ſeeds 8 
Of honour, virtue, friendſhip, rs ble 5 
Sigi. Virtuous Rodalphol _ ENT 
Laur. Then his pleafing theme | 
He varies to the praiſes of your lover— _ 
Sigiſ. And what, my Laura, ſays he on the ſubject? ? 
 Laur, He fays that, tho' he were not nobly born, 
es, has form'd him noble, generous, 8 5 . 


Truly magnanimous, and warmly ſcorning 


Whatever bears the ſmalleſt taint of baſeneſs. 
That every eaſy virtue is his own; _ 

| Not learnt by painful labour, but inſpit'd, 
Implanted i in his ſfoul—Chiefly one charm | 
He in his graceful character obferves; _ I 
That though his paſſions burn with high | impatience, 5 
And ſometimes, from a noble heat of nature, | | 


Are ready to fly off; yet the leaſt check 


Of ruling reaſon brings them back to temper, 

And gentle ſoftneſs. _ 

_ Gigi, True! O true, ' Redolpho! OSS 

| Bleft be thy kindred worth for loving his! . 
Ne is all warmth, all amiable fire, . 
All quick heroic de! temper'd ſoft 
With gentleneſs of heart, and manly reaſon! 

2 If virtue were to wear a human on, 


To 


Were all diſcharg'd, and gratefully enjoy'd 


„ TAN CRE AND. 

To light it with her dignity and flame, 

Then ſoftning mix her ſmiles and tender graces ; 

O the would chuſe the perſon of my Tancred! 

Go on, my friend, go on, and ever praiſe him ; Is 

The ſubject knows no bounds, nor can I tire, | 

While my breaſt trembles to that ſweeteſt muſic! 

The heart of woman taſtes no truer joy, 

Is never flatter'd with ſuch dear inchantment— 

_ ?Tis more than ſelfiſh vanity—as when 

She hears the praiſes of the man ſhe loves— 
Taur. Madam, your father comes. 


s C EN E u 


8 Sieb A, Ln 5 
Sif [To an attendant as he enters.] Lord Tanered 
Is found? "wn x 
Ait. My. lord, he outchly will be here. 
I ſcarce could keep before him, tho' he bid me 
Speed on, to ſay he would attend your orders. 
_ Siff. *Tis well—retire—You, too, my een, | 
leave me. 
Sig I go, my facber—Bat how 6995 the king? - 
He is no more. Gone to that awful ſtate, 
Wha kings the crown wear only of their virtues. 
Sigi How bright muſt chen be his This ſtroke is 
| ſudden.” - | 
He was this morning well, when to the chace | 
Lord Tancred went 
gif. Tis true. But at ble years | 1 
Death gives ſhort notice Drooping nature then, | 
Without a guſt of pain to ſhake it, falls. 
His death, my daughter, was that happy period 
Which few attain. The duties of his dag 


Its nobleſt bleſſings; calm, as evening ſkies, 
Was his pure mind, and lighted up with hopes 
That open heaven; when, for his laſt long ſleep 
Timely prepar'd, a lallitude of Hife, 
A pleaſing wearineſs of mortal joy, 

Fell on his ſoul, and down he ſunk to reſt. 
O may my death be ſuch !—He but one wiſh 


Left 


e 40 
Left unfulfill'd, which was to ſee count Tancred- 
Sigi/. To fee count T ancred !—Pardon me, my _ 
ord— _ 
S:ff. For what, my dauzh: er ?— 
emotion, 
Why did you ſtart at mention of count Tancred ? 
Sigi. Nothing—l only hoped the dying king 
Might mean to make ſome generous juſt proviſion 
For this your worthy charge, this noble orphan, 
Siff. And he has done it largely—Leave me now 
I want ſome | bros conference with lord 7 ancred. 
8 E N E III 5 
| Sips REDI1 alone. 
My doubts are but too true —If theſe old eyes 
Can trace the marks of love, à mutual paſſion 
Has ſeiz'd, I fear, my daughter and this prince, 
My ſovereign now—Should it be ſo? Ah there, 
There lurks a brooding tempeſt, that may ſhake 
My long concerted ſcheme, to ſettle firm 
Ihe public peace and welfare, which the king 
Has made the prudent baſis of his will 
Away! unworthy views! you ſhall not tempt me! 
Nor intereſt, nor ambition ſhall ſeduce 
My fixt reſolve——periſh the ſelfiſh thought, 
Which our own 3 prefers to that of millions! 
5 He omen king—unconſcious of his fortune. 


I with ſuch 


4: © N48 IV. 


8 Taxcred, SryeREDI. 
"Te My Jord Siffredi, in your looks I read, 
5 Confirm'd, the mournful news that fly abroad £ 
From tongue to tongue—We then, at laſt, have loſt 


| . The good old king? 


Siff. Yes, we have loſt a father! | 595 

The greateſt bleſſing heaven beſtows on mortals, 

And ſeldom found amidſt theſe wilds of time. 

A good, a worthy king !—Hear me, my Tancred, 

And I will tell thee, in a few plain Words, | 

Ho he deſerv'd that beſt, that glorious title, 

'Tis nougat complex, tis clear: as ruth and 1 Y 
| 1 e 


— 


— 2 r 
— oo nonnn—— 1 
2 > Per 


9G 


nnn 


— — — 


— 


— ene angry 
. 


. 


ä—ꝛLↄ—2VU—ĩ — —— — 


2 —ů ILSS 


: 2 — 
— e 
r Ray 


=% * — EE en I en nee en Te — 
1 —ͤñ—— —— Düwi— 


— . p ͤr——Äͥ¶ Ä 


„ 


12 TANCRED AND 


-He lov'd his people, deem'd them all his children 3 
Ihe good exalted, and depreſs'd the bad. 

He ſpurn'd the flattering crew, with ſcorn rejected | 
Their ſmooth advice that only means themſelves, 
Their ſchemes to aggrandize him into baſeneſs: 

Nor did he leſs diſdain the ſecret breath, 
"The whiſper'd tale, that blights a virtuous name. 
He fought alone the good of thoſe for whom 
He was entruſted with the ſovereign power: 
Well knowing that a people, in their rights 
And induſtry protected, living ſafe 
Beneath the ſacred ſhelter of the laws, 
Encourag'd in their genius, arts, and labours, 
And happy each as he himſelf deſerves, 
Are ne'er ungrateful. With unſparing hand 
They will for him provide: their filial love 
And confidence are his unfailing treaſure, _ [IS 
And every honeſt man his faithful guard. 
Tanc. A general face of grief o'erfpreads the city. 
I mark'd the people, as I hither came, 
In crouds afſembled, ſtruck with ſilent ſorrow, | 
And pouring forth the nobleſt praiſe of tears. 
| Thoſe, whom remembrance of their former woes, 
And long experience of the vain illuſions 
Of youthful hope, had into wiſe conſent 
And fear of change corrected, wrung their A; 
And often caſting up their eyes to heaven, 
Gave ſign of ſad conjecture. Others bew, d, 
Athwart their grief, or real or affected, 
A gleam of expectation, from what chance 
And change might bring. A mingled mur mur run 
Along the ſtreets; and, from the lonely court 
Oft him who can no more aſſiſt their fortunes, 
I faw the courtier-fry, with canes: bake, 
All hurrying to e. 
$f. Noble youth! 
J joy to hear 705 thee theſe juſt refleQions, | 
Worthy of riper years—But if they ſeek 
| Conſtantia, truſt me, they miſtake their courſe. 
Tanc. How ! Is the not, my lord, the late king sſiſter, 5 

Heir to the crown of Sicily ? the laſt q 
Ot our fam'd Norman line, and now our i queen? 


85 
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Siff. Tancred, tis true; ſhe is the late king's ſiſter, 
_ The fole ſurviving offspring of that tyrant _ 
William the bad. ſo for his vices ftiled;; 
Who ſpilt much noble blood, and fore oppreſod 
Th' exhauſted land: whence grievous war aroſe, 
And many a dire convulſion ſhook the ſtate, 
When he, whoſe death Sicilia mourns to-day, | = 
William, who had and well deſerv'd the name Pe 
Of Good, ſucceeding to his father's throne, 192 11 
Reliev'd his country's woes But to return 
She is the late king s ſiſter, born ſome months 
| After the tyrant's death, but nat next heir. 
Tac. You much ſurpriſe CREE En 1 than preſume 
To aſk whois? 
S,. Come nearer, noble 8 
N Son of my care! Imuſt, on this ee 
Conſult thy generous Deaf; which, when oonduded 
By rectitude of mind and honeſt virtues, © 
Gives better counſel than the hoary head= ---.. 
Then know, there lives a prince, here in Palermo, 
The lineal offspring of our famous hero, Frags 
Roger the firſt. | | 
© Tanc, Great ne e far remov'd_ — 
From that our mighty founder? _ 
.. His great grandfon 2: -- On, by 
" Sprung from his eldeſt on, who died d untimely, ES 
Before his fatherc 4 
Tanc. Ha!] the prince you u mean 17 Ol 
Is he not Manfred's ſon? The generous, bn 1 1 
Unhappy Manfred! whom the tyrant William, *% 
You juſt now mention'd, not content to {poil BE 
Olk his paternal crown, threw into ſetters, - 3 1 1 
: And inſa mouſly murder d. 1 1 $ 
Si. Yes—the ſame. _ | 
FTranc. By heavens! Ij joy to find our 1 reign, = 
The world's ſole light amidft theſe barbarous ages / 
Vet rears its head; and ſhall not, from the lance, v4 6 
Paſs to the feeble diſtaf—But this prince e 
Where has he lain conceal'd? 5 3 
S. The late good king, — 
2 By noble pity moy'd, contriv'd to fave. him | F: 
From his dire father . rage; 
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And had him rear'd in private, as became 


His birth and hopes, with high and princely nurture. 
Till now, too young to rule a troubled ſtate, 


By civil broils moſt miſerably torn, 


He in his ſafe retreat has lain conceal'd, 

His birth and fortune to himſelf unknown; 
But when the dying king to me entruſted, 

As to the chancellor of the realm, his will, 


As ſucceſſor he named him. 


Tanc. Happy youth! 


He then will triumph o'er his father's foes, 

| Oer haughty Oſmond, and the tyrant 's daughter. 

Si. Ay, that is what I dread—that heat of youth; * 

There lurks, I fear, perdition to the ſtate; 

I dread the horrors of rekindled war: 

Tho' dead, the tyrant Rill is to be fear'd; 

His daughter's party ſtill is ſtrong, and numerous: 

Her friend, earl Oſmond, conſtable of Sicily, 

= Experienc'd, brave, high-born, of mighty intereſt, 
Better the prince and princeſs ſhould by marriage 


Unite their friends, their intereſt and their cane; 


Then will the peace and welfare of the land 
On a firm baſis riſe. ; 


Tanc. My lord Siffredi, 


Tf by myſelf I of this prince may ;udge,” N 
That ſcheme will ſcarce ſucceed Vour prudent age | 
In vain will counſel, if the heart forbid it— _ 


But wherefore fear? The right is clearly bs. 


And, under your direction, with each man 
Of worth, and ſtedfaſt loyalty, to back 
Alt once the king's appointment and his birthright, ; 
There is no ground for fear, They have great odds 85 
Againſt th' affoniſh'd ſons of violence, _ | 
Who fight with awful juſtice on their ſide. 
All Sicily will rouſe, all faithful hearts 
Will range themſelves around prince Manfred's ſon. 


For me, I here devote me to the ſervice 


Olf this young prince; I every drop of blood 


Will loſe with joy, with tranſport in his cauſe— 


Pardon my warmth—but that, my lord, will never 
, To this deciſion come—Then find the prince; 
Loſe not a moment to awaken | in him 


„ 


The 
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The royal ſoul. Perhaps he now deſponding 
Pines in a corner, and laments his fortune; 
That in the narrower bounds of private life 
He muſt contine his aims, thoſe ſwelling virtues 
W hich from his noble father he inherits. | 
Siff. Perhaps, regardleſs, in the common bane 
Of youth he melts in vanity and love. 
But if the ſeeds of virtue glow within him, 


| I will awake a higher ſenſe, a love 
| That graſps the loves and happineſs of millions. 


Tanc. Why that ſurmiſe? Or ſhould he love, 8 
I doubt not, it is nobly, which will raiſe 8. 
And animate his virtues—O permit me, 


To plead the cauſe of youth Their virtue oft, | 


In pleaſure's ſoft inchantment lull'd a while, 
Forgets itſelf; it ſleeps and gayly dreams, 


La.ill great occaſion rouleit: then all flame, 


It walks abroad, with heighten'd ſoul and W 


A And by the change aſtoniſhes the world. 


Even with a kind of ſympathy, I feel 


= Ihe joy that waits this prince; when all che powers, 5 


Th' expanding heart can wiſh, of doing . 


Whatever ſwells ambition, or exalts 


The human ſoul into divine emotions, - 


8 „ Al croud at once upon him. 


Siff. Ah, my Tancred, 


* + Nothing ſo eaſy as in — © | | 
And at a diſtance ſeen the courſe of honour, 
A fair delightful champain ſtrew'd with flowers. 


But when the practice comes; when our fond paſſions, 


I Pleaſure, and pride, and ſelf- indulgence, throw 
I Their magic duſt around, the proſpect roughens: 


Then dreadful paſſes, craggy mountains riſe, Z 


| Cliffs to be ſcal'd, and torrents to be ſtem' d: 


Then toil agg and perſeverance ſtern ; 


1 And endleſs combats with our groſſer 0 . 


Oft loſt, and oft renew d;. and generous pain 


Por others felt; and, harder lefſon fill! 
Our honeſt bliſs for others ſacrific'd ; 


And all the rugged taſk of virtue duale 
The ſtouteſt heart of common reſolution. 
Few get above this turbid ſcene of i. 3 
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Few gain the ſummit, breathe that pureſt air, 

'That heavenly zther, which untroubled ſees 
The ſtorm of vice and paſſion rage below. | . 

__ Tane. Moſt true, my lord. But why thus augure ill?“ 

You ſeem to doubt this prince. I know him not. | 

Yet oh, methinks,. my heart could anſwer for him! 

The juncture is ſo high, ſo ſtrong the gale 
That blows from heaven, as thro” the deadeſt ſoul 

Might breathe the godlike energy of virtue. 

Si. Hear him, immortal ſhades of his great fathers !- 

Forgive me, Sir, this trial of your heart: | 

Thou! thou art he! 

Tanc. Siffredi! 

Si. Tancred, thou! 
Thou art the man, of all the many ound 
That toil upon the boſom of this iſſe, 
By heaven elected to command the reſt, 

To rule, protect them, and to make them beppy?” 
Tanc. Manfred my father! | the laſt ſupport 

Of the famed Norman line, that awes the world! 

II who this morning wander'd forth an orphan, . 

Outcaſt of all but thee, my fecond father! 
Thus call'd to glory! to the firſt great lot 

Of human kind !—O wonder-working Hand 
That, in majeſtic ſilence, ſways at will | 4+ 
The mighty movements of unbounded nature; ; 

O grant me, Heaven! the virtnes to ſuſtain 

This awful burden of ſo many heroes! 

Let me not be exalted into ſhame, | 

Setup the worthleſs pageant of vain grandeur. 
Mean-time I thank the juftice of the king, 

Who has my right bequeath'd me. Thee, Siffreds, 

I thank thee—O I ne'er enough can thank thee! 

Ves, thou haſt been—thou art—ſhalt be my father! 
I' hou ſhalt direct my unexperienc'd years, 

5 Shalt be the ruling head, and I the hand. 

Si. It is enough for me to fee my ſovereign 

Aſſert his virtues, and maintain his honour. 

Tanc. U think, my lord, you ſaid the king committed 
| To you his will, I hope it is not clogg'd MEETS 
With any baſe conditions, any clauſe, _ 

To tyrannize my heart, and to Conſtantia 
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To tell you 
That muſt determine of your future reign. 
© with heroic rigor tal? tr 

And to the ſovereign duties of a king, 
Th'unequal'd pleaſures of a Gop on bh 
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Enſlave my hand devoted to another. 


The hint you juſt now gave of that alliance, 
| You muſt imagine, wakes my fear. But know, 


In this alone I will not bear diſpute, | 


Not even from thee, Siffredi Let the council 


Be (trait aſſembled, and the will there open'd: 
Thence iſſue ſpeedy orders to convene, 


This day ere noon, the ſenate : where thoſe barons, 
Who now are in Palermo, will attend | 
To pay their ready homage to the king, 


Their rightful king, who claims his native ms 


And will not be a king by deeds and parchments. 


Srf. I go, my liege. But once again permit me 
Now, now, is the trying criſis, 


your heart! 


Submit the common joys, the common paſſione, 


Nax, even the virtues of the private man. 
Tanc. Of that no more. They not op oſe, but aid, ; 
Invigorate, cheriſh, and reward each other. 
1 he kind all-roling Wiſdom 1s no tyrant. 


s C E NE V. 


FTaxcRED alone. . 
Now, generous Sigiſmunda, comes my turn 


To ſhew my love was not of thine unworthy, 
When fortune bade me bluſh to look to thee. 
But what is fortune to the wiſh of love? 
A miſerable bankrupt! O 'tis poor, 
TIiis ſcanty all, whate'er we can lam: EEE: 
The wealth of kings is wretchedneſs and want 1 N 
Quick let me find her! taſte that higheſt joy, 


Th' exalted heart can know, the mixt effuſion 


0 Sratitude and love!—Behold, the comes! 


s c E N E VI. 


nente S1IGISMUNDA. 


Tanc. My fluttering ſoul was all © on x Wing! to find thee, 
| My loyel my — 5 | 


1 | 
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Sigi. O my Tancred! 
Tell me, what means this myſtery and gloom | 
That low'rs around. Juſt now involy'd in thought 
My father ſhot athwart me—You, my lord, 
- Seem ſtrangely mov'dI fear ſome dark event 
From the king's death to trouble our repoſe, 
'T hat tender calm YL in the woods of Belmont 
So happily enjo -Explain this hurry, 
| What means T Say. 
Tanc. It means that we are happy! 
| Beyond our moſt romantic wiſhes, happy! 
Sigiſ. You but perplex me more. 
Tanc. It means, my faireſt! 
That thou art queen of Sicily ; ; «6d 15 
The happieſt of mankind! than monarch more! 
Becauſe with thee I can adorn my throne. 
Manfred, who fell by tyrant William's rage, ER - 
Famed Reper's lineal iſſue, was my father. [Pauſin ing. 5 
Vou droop, my love; dejected on a ſuddenn 
| You ſeem to mourn my fortune The ſoft tear 
| Springs in thy eye O let me Kiſs 1 it off— 77 
Why this, my Sigi/munda ? 
Sigiſ. Royal Tancred, 
None at your glorious fortune can like me 
| Rejoice ;—yet me oe, of all nen 
It makes unhappy. ; 
Tan. I ſhould hate it has! 3 | 
Should throw, with ſcorn, the ſplendid ruin Ha mel. 5 
No, Sigiſmunda, * tis my hope with thee FR 
To ſhare it, whence it draws its richeſt value. | 
Sigiſ. You are my ſovereign— I at humble diſtance— 

Tanc. Thou art my queen! the ſovereign of my ſoul! 
; You never reign'd with ſuch triumphant luſtre, . 
Such winning charms as now; yet, thou art ſtill 


The dear, the tender, generous pig wangs 7. 


Who, with a heart exalted far above 8 
| Theſe ſelfiſh views, that charm the common breaſt, 
Stoop'd from the height of life, and courted beauty, 


"Then, then, to love me, when I ſeem'd of fortune 


The hopeleſs outcaſt, when I had no friend, 
None to protect and own me but thy father. 
And would'ſt thou claim all goodneſs to thyſelf 2 1 
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Can't thou thy Tancred deem ſo dully form d, 


Of ſuch groſs clay, juſt as I reach the point - 


A point my wildeſt hopes could never image 
In that great moment, full of every virtue, 
That I ſhould then ſo mean a traitor prove 
| To the beſt bliſs and honour of mankind, 


So much diſgrace the human heart, as then, 
For the dead form of flattery and pomp, 


The faithleſs joys of courts, to quit kind truth, 
The cordial ſweets of friendſhip and of love, 

Tue lite of life! my all, my Sigiſmunda! _ 
I could upbraid thy fears, call them unkind, 

Cruel, unjuſt, an outrage to my heart, 
Did they not ſpring from love. 


Sigiſ. Think not, my lord, 


"That de fych vulgar doubts can deſcend.” 
Your heart, I know, diſdains the little thought 
Of changing with the vain external change 8 
Of circumſtance and fortune. Rather tt ence EM, 
It would, with riſing ardor, greatly feel 
A noble pride to ſhew itſelf the ſame. | 
But, ab! the hearts of kings are not their own. 
"There is a haughty duty that ſubjects them 
To chains of ſtate, to wed the public welfare, 
And not indulge the tender private virtues. 
Some high-deſcended princeſs, who will bring 
New power and intereſt to your throne, demands 85 
Vour royal hand — perhaps Confantle.. W 


Tanc. Se! 


| 0 name her not! Were 1 this moment free, Ty 
And diſengag'd as he who never felt 
The powerful eye of beauty, never ſigh'd 


; For matchleſs worth like thine, I ſhould abhor 


All thoughts of that alliance. Her fell father 
| _ Moſt baſely murder'd mine; and ſhe his daughter, : 
Supported by his barbarous A 
His pride inherits, his imperious ſpirit 
And inſolent pretenſions to my throne. 
And canſt thou deem me then ſo poorly tame, 
So cool a traitor to my father's blood, . 
As from the prudent cowardice of ſtate 
| FEer to ſubmit to ſuch a baſe propoſal ? 


Deteſted 
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Deteſted 1 O doubly, doubly hateful? 
From the two ſtrongeſt paſſions; from averſion 
To this Conftantia—and from love to thee. 
Cuſtom, tis true, a venerable tyrant, 

O'er ſervile man extends her blind-dominion : | 
The pride of kings enflaves them; their ambition, 
Or intereſt, lords it o'er the better paſſions. 

But vain their talk, maſk'd under ſpecious words 


Of ſtation, duty, and of public good : 


They whom jutt Heaven has to a throne exalted, 


To guard the rights and liberties of others, 


What duty binds them to betray their on? 

For me, my free born heart ſhall bear no dictates, 
But thoſe of truth and honour; wear no chains, 
But the dear chains of love and Sigiſmunduu “!, 


Or if indeed my choice muſt be directed 


By views of public good, whom ſhall I chuſe 

S0 fit to grace, to dignify a crown, 

And beam ſweet mercy on a happy people, 5 
As thee, my love? whom place upon my throne 
But thee, deſcended from the good Sifßfredi? 
*Tis fit that heart be thine, which drew from him 


Whate'er can make it worthy thy acceptance. 


Sigiſ. Ceaſe, ceaſe, to raiſe my hopes above my duty. 
Charm me no more, my Tancred -O that we 

In thoſe bleſt woods, where firſt you won my ſoul, 
Had paſs'd our gentle days; far from the toll 
And pomp of courts! Such is the with of love; 
Of love, that, with delightful weakneſs, knows 
No bliſs and no ambition but itſelf. 

But in the world's full light, thoſe charming dreams, 
— Thoſe fond illuſions vaniſh. Awful. duties 
The tyranny of men, even your own heart, 
Where lurks a ſenſe your paſſion ſtifles now, 


11 And proud imperious honour call you from me. 
TDis all in vain—You cannot huſh a voice 


That murmurs here I muſt not be perſuaded! 


Tanc. [ Aneeling.] Hear me, thou ſoul of all mp : 


hopes and wiſhes! 
And witneſs, heaven! prime ſource of love and joy l 
Not a whole warring world combin'd aint me; ; 
ts 
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1 Its pride, its ſplendor, its impoſing forms, 


Nor intereſt, nor ambition, nor the face 
Of ſolemn ſtate, not even thy father's wiſdom, 
Shall ever ſhake my faith to Sigiſmunda. 
[Trumpets and acclamations heard. ] 
But, hark! the public voice to duties call me, 
Which with unweary'd zeal I will diſcharge ; 


And thou, yes thou, ſhalt be my bright reward— | 


| Yet—ere I go—to huſh thy YE fears, 

Thy delicate objeQione-" — — [rorites his name. 1 : 
Take this blank, 

Sign'd with my name, and give it to thy father ; 

_ Tell him, 'tis my command, it be fill'd up _ 

With a moſt ſtrict and ſolemn marriage- contract. 
How dear each tye! how charming to my ſoul? 
. That more unites me to my Sigiſmunda. 


Fo or thee and for my people s good to live,- 
18 all the bliſs which e 8 can FS. 


8 = 


ACT * SCENE *. 


si 2 alone. 


Wo far tis well-—The late king s will ah 


| Upon the plan I counſel'd ; that prince Tancred 
Shall make Con/lantia partner of his throne. | 


5 O great! O wiſh'd event! whence the dire ſeeds 


Of dark inteſtine broils, of civil war, 
And all its dreadful miſeries and crimes, 
Shall be for ever rooted from the land. 


I May theſe dim eyes, long blaſted by the rage e 


Of cruel faction and my country's woes, 
Tir'd with the toils and vanities of life, 
Behold this period, then be clos'd in peace! 
hut how this mighty obſtacle ſurmount, 
Which love has thrown betwixt? Love that diſturbs _ 
The ſchemes of wiſdom till; that, wing'd with paſſion, > 

Blind and — in its fond purſuits, 


Leaves 
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Leaves the grey-headed reaſon far behind. 

Alas! how frail the ſtate of human bliſs! 
When even our honeſt paſſions oft deſtroy i it. 

I was to blame, in ſolitude and ſhades, 
Infectious ſcenes ! to truſt their youthful hearts. 
Would I had mark'd the riſing flame! that now | 
Burns out with dangerous force—My daughter owns 
Her paſſion for the king; ſhe trembling own'd it, 
With prayers and tears and tender ſupplications, 
That almoſt ſhook my firmneſs—And this blank, 
Which his raſh fondneſs gave her, ſhews how much, 


To what a wild extravagance he loves— 


Il ſee no means it foils my deepeſt thought— 
How to controul this madneſs of the king, 
That wears the face of virtue, and will thence 


Diſdain reftraint, will from his generous heart 
| Borrow new rage, even ſpeciouſſy oppoſe 


To reaſon, reaſon—But it muſt be done. 
My own advice, of which I more and more 
Approve, the ſtri& conditions of the will, 
Highly demand his marriage with Conſtantia 
Or elſe her party has a fair pretence,— 
And all, at once, is horror and confuſion=— 
Hoy iſſue from this maze ? — The crouding barons 
Here ſummon'd to the palace, meet already, 
To pay their homage, and confirm the will. 
On a few moments hangs the public fate, 
On a few haſty moments—Ha! there ſhone 
A gleam of hope—Yes—with this very paper 
I yet will fave him—Neceffary means 
For good and noble ends can ne'er be wrong. 
In that reſiſtleſs, that peculiar caſe, 
Deceit is truth and virtue But how bold 
This lion in the toil?—O I will form it 
Olf ſuch a fatal thread, twiſt it ſo ſtrong 
With all the ties of honour and of duty, 
That his moſt deſperate fury ſhall not break 
The honeſt ſnare—Here is the royal hand 
J will beneath it write a perfect, Rnd --- 
And abſolute agreement to the will; 
Which read before the nobles of * 1 Fl 
Aſſembled, in the ſacred face of Sicily, 


Conſtantia 
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_ Conſtantia preſent, every heart and eye 5. Rs 
Fix'd on their monarch, every tongue applauding, 

He muſt ſubmit, his dream of love muſt vaniſh— : 

It ſhall be done To me, I know, *tis ruin ; 

But ſafety to the public, to the king. 

I will not reaſon more, I will not liſten 

Even to the voice of honour—No— tis fix d! 
I here devote me for my prince and country; 

Let them be ſafe, and let me nobly perith! 
| Behold earl Oſmond comes; without whoſe aid 

. My ſchemes a are a. in vain, 


s c * N * | u. 


| Osm0nD, Sirrarpi. 


| Oſm. M* lord Siffredi, | | 
I from the council haſten'd to Conftantia.- | 
And have accomplith'd what we there propos'd. 
I) ue princeſs to the will ſubmits her claims. 
| She with her preſence means to grace the ſenate, 
And of your royal charge, young 7. ancred's hand, 
Accept. At firſt, indeed, it ſhock d her hopes 
Of reigning ſole, this new ſurpriſing ſcene 
Of Manfreds ſon, appointed by the king 
With her joint-heir But I ſo fully ſhew'd 
The juſtice of the caſe, the public good 
And 7are eſtablith'd peace which thence would riſe, 
Ju oin'd to the ſtrong neceſſity that urg'd her, 
If on Sicilia's throne ſhe meant to fit, 
4s to the wiſe diſpoſal of the will | 
Her high ambition tamed. Methought, belides, | 

I could diſcern that not from e merely 

| She to this choice ſubmitted | 

Si. Noble Oſmond, © = 

| You have in this done to the oublic great | 

And ſignal ſervice. Yes, I muſt avow it; 

This frank and ready inſtance of your zcal, 

In ſuch a trying criſis of the ſtate, 
When intereſt and ambition might have warp'd 
Your views; I own, this truly generous virtue 

6 Upbraids the Fiery of wy former = gment, 


Om. 
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_ Had fallen inglorigus, owe their lives; to you 
| Down to the ſwain who tills her golden plains, 
Ove their ſafe homes, their ſoft domeſtic hours, 


| T have ſo long oppos'd the beſt good man 
In Sicily—With what impartial care 
 Ought we to watch o'er prejudice and paſſion, 
Nor truſt too much the jaundic'd eye of party! 


Its hot determinations, that confine 
All merit and all virtue to itſelf. 


No intereſt and no party but my country. 


By which I ſhould rejoice to call Siffredi. 1 


 Vnite my private happineſs. | 


— 
. : 
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" Oſm. Siffredi, no To you belongs the praiſe; 
The glorious work is yours. Had I not ſeiz d, 
Improv'd the wiſh'd occaſion to root out 
Diviſion from the land, and fave my country, 

I had been baſe, been infamous for ever. 
Tis you, my lord, to whom the many thouſands, 
That by the barharous ſword of civil war 


The ſons of this fair iſle, from her firſt peers 


And thro' late time poſterity ſhall bleſs you, 
You who advis'd this will—I bluſh to think, 


 Henceforth its vain deluſions I renounce, 


To yours I join my hand; with you will own. 


Nor is your friendſhip only my ambition: - „„ 
There is a dearer name, the name of father, 5 


Vour daughter's hand would to the public weal 


Sit. My lord, 


| You have my glad conſent. To be allied ; 


To your diſtinguiſh'd family, and merit, 5 
1 ſhall eſteem an honour, From my —_— 8 
T here embrace earl Oſmond as wy friend, | =O 


And ſon. 


Oſm. You make him happy. This aſſent, 


So frank and warm, to what I long have wiſh Py 


Engages all my gratitude ;. at once, 


In the firſt bloſſom, it matures our friendſhip. 


I from this moment vow myſelf the friend, 
And zealous ſervant of Siffred?'s houſe. 
Enter an officer belonging to the court, 
Off. [to Siffredi.] The king, my lord, demands your 
— e 8 5 
Siff. : 


: . % 
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SF. Iwill attend him ſtrait—Parewel, my Jord: 


The ſenate meets; there, a few moments hence, 
I will rejoin you. 


Oſn. There, my able logd,” 


We will compleat this ſalutary Work, 


Will there begin a new. e ra. 


'F Os0xD alone. | 


 Siffredi g gives 755 aaugh ter to my wiſhes— 


But does ſhe give herſelf? Gay, young, and Tauber d, = 


Perhaps engag' d, will the her youthful heart - | 
PFauͤ¶ield to my harſher, uncomplying years? 
I am not form'd, by flattery and praiſe, 
By ſighs and tears, and all the whining trade ; 
Of love, to feed a fair one's vanity; _ 
To charm at onee and ſpoil her. Theſe bort arts 


Nor ſuit my years nor temper ; theſe be left 


To boys and doating age. A prudent father, 
By nature charg'd to guide and rule her choice, 
Reſigns his daughter to a huſband's power, 
Who with ſuperior dignity, with reaſon, 
And manly tenderneſs, will ever love her; 
. ticſe a kneeling gave, and then a tyrant. 


8 1 E N E w. 
Od Bazoxs. 


Of My lords, | greet you well, This wondrous 
da 


ä Unites 15 alli in amity and fi ndl, SED 
| We meet to-day with open hearts and looks: 


| Not gloom'd by. party, ſcowling on cach other, 


But all the children of one happy ide, | 
The ſocial ſons of liberty. No pride, 
Doc paſſion now, no thwarting views divide us: 


Prince Manfred's line, at laſt, to William's APY 


Combines us in one family of brothers. 


This to the bueno king's well-prder's will, Fn 
5 An 
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And wiſe Siffredi s generous care we owe. 


I truly give you joy. Firſt of you all, 
1 here renounce thoſe errors and i 


That have fo long diſturb'd. our peace, and ſeem'd, 


| Fermenting ſtill, to threaten new comfnotions— 


By time inſtructed let us not diſdain 
To quit miſtakes. We all, my lords, have err'd. 
Men may, I find, be honeſt, tho' they differ. 
i Bar. Who follows not, my lord, — fair ex- 
ample : Wig, 


| You ſer us all, whateer be his pretence, ; 
Loves not with ſingle and unbials'd heart 
His country as he ought. | | | 


2 Bar. O beauteous peace! 
Sweet union of a ſlate! What elſe, but Won, 
Gives ſafety, ſtrength, and glory to a people? 


I bow, lord conſtable, beneath the ſnow | 
Of many years; yet in my breaſt revives 
A youthful flame. Methinks, I ſee again 5 
"Thoſe gentle days renew'd, that bleſs'd our iſle, 
Fre by this waſleful fury of diviſion, “ 
| Worſe than our Etna's moſt deſtructive fires, 


It deſolated ſunk. I ſee our plains 


Unbounded waving with the gifts of harveſt; 
Our ſeas with commerce throng'd, dur buſy ports 
With chearful toil. Our Enna 3 afreſh; 3 
Afreſh the ſweets of thymy Hybla flow. 


Our nymphs and ſhepherds, ſporting in each vale, 


Inſpire new ſong, and wake the paſt'ral reed— 


The tongue of age is found—Come, come, my ſons; | 


] long to ſee this prince, of whom the world 


Speaks largely well—His father was my friend, 
"The brave unhappy 5 my lords; 


ö . rey here too long. 


. C E N * V. 
Two Oericens, keeging off the REY 


One e the croud. Shew us our king, 


The valiant Manfred's ſon, who lov'd the people— 


We muſt, we will bebold bim—Give us Way. 


„ . 


* i . LF * 6 
= _ : — — Nr . 


* 
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wo 
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0% Pray, geadlemen,: give back—it muſt not 
| be— 


5 


Give back, I pray—on ſuch a glad occaſion 
2M would not ill intreat the loweſt of you. 1 
2 Man of the croud. 
. Nay, give us but a glimpſe of our young king. 
* We more than any baron of them-all ” 
Will pay him true allegiance. * | 1 


2 Off. Friends- indeed 


Jou cannot paſs this way We have fri orders, 
To keep for him himſelf, and for the oy, | 
All theſe apartments clear—Go to the : 


That fronts the ſea, you there will find dne, 


All. Long live king 7 ancred Manf. eds ſon— 
EET , Fn [Croud goes off. 1. 
1 Off, Ido not marvel at their rage of | * 


* 5 2 is a brave and amiable prince. 
4 When in my lord & Fredi's houſe I liv d, 


Ere by his favour J obtain'd this office, 

I there remember well the young count 7. ancred. ' 
To ſee him and to love him were the lame. _ 
He was ſo noble in his ways, yet ſtill?? 
So affable and mild. Well, well, old e 
et happy days await thee | 


2 Off. Grant it, Heaven! 
* We have ſeen ſad and troublous times enough. 


| 1 Ne is, they ſay, to wed the late king $ Is. : 
1 Conſtantia. 1 


1 OF. Friend, of that Larady doubt, 
Or I miſtake, or lord Siffredi's daughter, 5 


8 The gentle Sigiſmunda, has his heart. 


If one may judge by kindly cordial looks, | 


5 | 5 fond aſſiduous care to pleaſe each other, 


Moſt certainly they love O be they bleſt, 
As they deſerve! It were great pity aught _ 
Should part a matchleſs pair: the glory Me 
And ſhe the blooming grace of . 

2 a * lord comes. 
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 Roporeno, from the ſenate. 


Rod. My honeſt friends, ee 
You nay retire. | [Officers go out.] 
A ſtorm is in the wind.” ds 
This will perplexes all. No, Tancred never 

Can ftoop to theſe conditions, which at once 


Attack his rights, his honour, and his love. 
"Thoſe wiſeold men, thoſe: ploddin g grave ſtate- pedants, 
Forget the courſe of youth ; their crooked prudence, 
To baſeneſs verging ſtill, forgets to take 

Into their fine- ſpun ſchemes the generous heart, 

That thro” the cobweb ſyſtem burſting, lays . 
Their labours waſte—So will this buſineſs prove, 


Or I miſtake the king— back from the pomp _ N N 2 


He ſeem'd at firſt to ſhrink; and round his brow 
Tmark'd a gathering cloud, when by his fide, 
As if deſign d to ſhare the public homage, 
He faw the tyrant's daughter. But confeſs'd, 

At leaſt to me, the doubling tempeſt frown'd, 
And ſhook his {welling boſom, when he heard 

Ih' unjuſt, the baſe conditions of the will. 
Vncertain, toſt in cruel agitation, 

He oft, methought, addreis'd himſelf to ſpeak | 

And interrupt Siffredi ; who appear'd, 

With conſcious haſte, to dread that i interruption, 
And hurry'd on—But hark! I hear a noile, 
As if th' aſſembly roſe !—Ha! S1giſmunda, 
Oppte ſs'd with grief, and wrapt in 7 ſorrow, 
5 Paſſes along 5 


[Sigiſnmnda a and attendants 2 oh thro the 5 


back ſcene. Laura aclvances. 
S C E N E VII. 
| RopoLyno, Lava. 


Laur. Your high-prais” d friend, the king, 


Is Kulte, moſt me talſe! The mcanck flave _ - 
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3 Had ſhown a nobler heart; nor groſsly thus, 
y the firſt bait ambition ſpreacl, been gull'd. 


He Manfreds ſon! away! it cannot be! 

The ſon of that brave prince could ne'er betray 
Thoſe rights ſo long uſurp'd from his great fathers, 
Which he, this day, by. ſuch amazing fortune, 
Had juſt regain'd ; he ne'er could ſacrifice 


All faith, ail honour, gratitude and love, 


xen juſt reſentment of bis father's fate, | 


And pride itfelf ; whate'er exalts a man 


Had 


Above the groveling ſons of peaſant-mud, 

All in a moment And for what? why truly, 
For kind permiſſion, gracious leave, to fit 

On his own throne with tyrant William's daughter! 


Red. 1 ſtand amaz'd— You Ls d wrong bim, 99 


Laura. 


| There _ be . 1 


Laur. There can be CY - 


N 0 Si predi read his full and free conſent 
Before th' applauding ſenate. True indeed, 


A ſmall remain of ſhame, a timorous weakneſs, 


Even daſtardly in falſehood. made him bluſh 


To act this ſcene in Sigiſmunda's eye, 
Who ſunk beneath his perfidy and baſeneſs. 
Hence, till to-morrow he adjourn'd the ſenate— 


To-morrow fix'd with infamy to crown him! 
Then, leading off his gay triumphant princeſs, 


Is He left the poor unhappy Sigi/munda, _ 
To bend her trembling ſteps to that ſad home 


His faithleſs vows will render hateful to her— 


= He comes arewel—l cannot bear his preſence! 


c K VII, 


| Taxcnny, Steenept, RopoLyno. 


7 anc. [entering to Siffredi.] Avoid me, , hoary trai= 
tor !—Go, Rodolpho, 


Give orders that all paſſages this way 


Be ſhut—Defend me from a hateful world, 


The bane of peace and honour—then return 


"What! doſt thou haunt me fill? O monſtrous FOO 
| "2G 5 5 Unparallel d 


30 TANCRED A* 


| Unparallel d indignity! Juſt heaven! 
Was ever king, was ever man ſo treated? 
So trampled into baſeneſs! 
Siff. Here, my liege, 
Here ſtrike? I nor deſerve, nor aſk for mercy. 


Tanc. Diſtraction O my ſoul—Hold, reaſon, hold 


Thy giddy ſeat—O this inhuman — 
| * thought! 


Exterminate thy ſervant ! 5 


4 All, all but this I could have born but this! 


This daring inſolence beyond example ! 
This murderous ſtroke that ſtabs my peace for ever! 


That wounds me there—there ! where the human heart = 


Moſt exquiſitely feels 

Siff. O bear it not, 

My royal lord! appeaſe on me your vengeance! | 
Tanc. Did ever tyrant image aught ſo cruel? 

The loweſt flave that crawls upon the earth, 

Robb'd of each comfort heaven beſtows on mortals, 

On the bare ground has ſtill his virtue left, 

I' he ſacred treaſures of an honeſt heart, 

Which thou haſt dard, with raſh audacious kind; 

And impious fraud, in me to violate 

Siff. Behold, my liege, that raſh Ft NED "YH 

Which not repents its crime—O glorious ! happy! 

If by my ruin I can fave your honour. 


anc. Such honour I renounce! with ſovereign ſcorn, 


Greatly deteſt it, and its mean adviſer! 

_ Haſt thou not dared beneath my name to ſhelter— x 
My name for other purpoſes defign'd, 

_ Given from the fondneſs of a faithful bis: 

With the beſt love o'erflowing—haſt thou not 

Beneath thy ſovereign's name baſely preſum'd | 

To ſhield a lie? a lie! in public utter'd, 

| To all deluded Sicily? But know, 

This poor contrivance is as weak as baſe. 

In ſuch a wretched toil none can be held 

But fools and cowards—ſoon thy flimſy arts, 

Jouch'd by my juſt, my burning indignation, 


Shall burſt like threads in flame Thy doating prudence 5 


But more ſecures the purpoſe it would ſhake. 
Had wy reſolves b been wavering and doubtful, 


This 


Id 
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This would confirm them, make them fix'd as fate; 3 
This adds the only motive that was wanting 
To urge them on thro' war and deſolation 


What ! marry ber! Conſtantia ! Her! the daughter 


Of the fell tyrant who deſtroy'd my father! 
'The very thought 1 is madneſs! Ere thou ſeeſt 


Ihe torch of Hymen light theſe hated nuptials, 
Thou ſhalt behold Sicilia wrapt in flames, . | 
Her cities raz'd, her valleys drench'd with Naughter— 
Love ſet aſide my pride aſſumes the quarrel, 
My honour now is up; in ſpite of thee, = 
A world combin'd againſt me, I will give 


"I his ſcatter'd Will in fragments to the winds, _ 


- Aﬀert my rights, the freedom of my heart, 
_ _ Cruſh. all who dare oppoſe me to the duſt, 
And heap perdition on | thee! | 


Si. Sir, tis juſt. 


5 Eahauſt on me your rage; L claim it all. 
But for thoſe public threats thy paſſion utters, 
'Tis what thou canſt not do! 


Tanc. I cannot! ha! 


Drivers to the dreadful brink of fach 1 
Enough to make the tameſt coward brave, 
And into herceneſs rouſe the mildeſt nature, 
What ſhall arreſt my vengeance t Whorf 


_ Siff. Thyſelf! 
Tanc. Away! dare not to juſtify the crime 21 
Thar that alone can aggravate its horror, 


Add inſolence to vey Long el = 
May make my rage forget— 


Siff. O let it burſt | 


On this grey head devoted to thy . 

But when the ſtorm has vented all its fury, 

Thou then muſt hear nay more, I know, has: vin — 
Wilt hear the calm, yet f. fironger voice of reaſon. 
Thou muſt reflect, that a whole people's ſafety, 


The weal of uſted millions ſhould bear down, 


Thyſelf the judge, thy fondeſt partial pleaſure. 


Thou muſt refle& that there are other duties, 


A nobler pride, a more exalted honour, - : 
Superior pleaſures far, that will oblige, 
| . thee, to abide by this my deed, 


B 4 8 Unnvarranted 
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Unwarranted perhaps in common juſtice, : 
But which neceſſity, even virtue's tyrant, 
With awful voice commanded— Ves, thou muſt, 
In calmer hours, diveſt thee of thy love, 
_ Theſe common paſlions of the vulgar breaſt, 
This boiling heat of youth, and be a king | 
The lover of thy people! 
Tanc. Truths ill-employ'd! 
Abus'd to colour gilt! A king! a king! 
Les, Iwill be a king, but not a ſlave! 
In this will be a king! in this my people _ 
Shall learn to judge how I will guard their rights, 
When they behold me vindicate my own. 
But have I, ſay, been treated like a king ?- 
Heavens! could | ſtoop to ſuch outrageous . 
I were a mean, a ſhameleſs wretch, unworthy 
To wield a ſceptre i in a land of ſlaves, 
A foil abhorr'd of virtue, ſhould belye 
My father's blood, belye thoſe very maxims, 
At other times, you taught my youth—Siffredi 1 
| [In a ſoftened tone of voice. 
Siff Behold, my prince, behold thy poor old ſervant, 
Whoſe darling care, theſe twenty years, has been 
Joo nurſe thee up to virtue; who for thee, 
Thy glory and thy weal, renounces all, 
All intereſt or ambition can pour forth; 
What many a ſelfiſh father would purſue | 
Thro' treachery and crimes: behold him here, 
Bent on his feeble knees, to beg, conjure thee, 
With tears to beg thee, to controul thy paſſion, 2 
And fave thyſelf, thy honour, and thy people! I 
Kneeling with me behold the many thouſands i 
To thy protection truſted : fathers, mothers, 5.8 
The ſacred front of venerable age. : 1 
The tender virgin and the helpleſs infant; | 
The miniſters of heaven, thoſe, who main tain, 
Around thy throne, the majeſty of rule; | 
And thofe, whoſe labour, ſcorch'd by winds and ſun, 
Feeds the rejoicing public: ſee them all, 
Here at thy feet, conjuring thee to fave them, 
From mitcry and war, from crimes and rapine! 
Can there be aught, kind "Honyen] in at 
* 


rr : 
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To wei gh down theſe? This ag regate 3 ; 
Vith which compar'd the e! private paſſion 

Is but the wafted duſt upon the balance? 

Turn not away Oh is there not ſome part, 

In thy great heart, fo ſenſible to kindneſs, 

And generous warmth, ſome nobler part, to feel 

The prayers and tears of theſe, the mingled voice 

Of heaven and earth! 

Tuanc. There is! and thou haſt touch'd it. 975 

Riſe, riſe, Si fredi Oh! thou haſt undone me, 
Unkind old man! O ill-entreated Tancred! _ 

Which way ſoe'er I turn, diſhonour rears. 

Her hideous front—and miſery and ruin! 

Was it for this you took ſuch care to form me? 

For this imbued me with the quickeſt ſenſe _ 

Of ſhame; theſe finer feelings, that ne'er vex 

The common mals of mortals, dully happy | 

In bleft inſenſibility? O rather - 

You ſhould have ſear'd my heart; ;taught me, that power 

And ſplendid intereſt lord it Aill o'er virtue; Ds 
That, gilded by proſperity and pride, £0 

There is no ſhame, no meanneſs: temper'd thus, 

T had been fit to rule a venal world. 

Alas! what meant thy wantonneſs of prudence? 
Why have you rais'd this miſerable conflict 
Betwixt the duties of the king and man? 

Set virtue againſt virtue?—Ah, Siffredi! 

Tis thy ſuperfluous, thy unfeeling wiſdom, 
That has involv'd me in a maze of error, 
| Almoſt beyond retreat—But hold, my ſoul, 
Thy ſteady purpoſe - Toſt by various paſſions! 


Io this eternal anchor keep—There 1 *. 
Quan be no public without private virtue 


Then mark me well, obſerve what I command; | 
It is the ſole expedient now remaining - 
To-morrow, when the ſenate meets again, 
Unfold the whole, unravel the deceit; 

Nor that alone, try to repair its miſchief; 

There all thy power, thy eloquence and intereſt 
Exert, to reinſtate me in my rights, 
And from thy own dark ſnares to diſembroil me— 
Start not, uy lord—T his muft and ſhall be done! | 
MS; 5 Ss. 
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Or here our friendſhip ends—Howe'er diſguis d, 
Whatever thy pretence, thou art a traitor. 


Siff. 1 ſhould indeed deſerve the name of traitor, 


| And even a traitor's fate, had I fo lightly, 


From principles ſo weak, done what [ did, 
As e'er to diſavow it 


Tanc. Ha! 

Siff. My liege, 
Exp ect not this Tho' practis'd long i in courts, 
1 3 not ſo far learn'd their ſubtle trade, 


| To veer obedient with each guſt of paſſion. 


I honour thee, I venerate thy orders, 


But honour more my duty. Nought on earth 


Shall ever ſhake me from that ſolid rock, * 
Nor (miles nor frowns.— 


 Tanc. You will not then? 
Siff, I cannot! 


Tanc. Away! begone!—O my Rodelpho, come, 
And fave me from this traitor !—Hence, I ſay, 


Avoid my preſence ſtrait! and know, old man, 
Thou my worſt foe beneath the maſk of friendſhip, 


Who, not content to trample in the duſt 


My deareſt rights, doſt with cool it. ſolence 
; Perſiſt, and call it duty; hadſt thou not 
A daughter that protects thee, thou ſhoud'ſt feel 


The vengeance thou defervell-—No moe. 
. Away! 


8 © E N E 1x, 
Denen, Ropourno, 


Bol What can incenſe my prince fo highly 


| Againſt his friend Siffredi? 


Tanc. Friend! Ridolpho ? 


When I have told thee what this friend has done, 
How play'd me like a boy, a baſe-born wretch, 


Who had nor heart nor ſpirit! thou wilt ſtand 


Amaz'd, and wonder at my ſtupid patience. 


Rod. I heard, with mixt aſtoniſhment and grief, 


The king's unjuſt diſhonourable will, | 
19 Void i in itſel—1 aw you ſtung wi rage, 


And 
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And writhing in the ſnare; juſt as I went, 5 


At your command, to wait you here — but that 
Was the king's deed, not his. 
Tanc. O he advis'd it! 


Theſe many years he has in ſecret batch d 


I' his black contrivance, glorious in the ſeheme, 


And proudly plumes him with his traiterous virtue. 


But that was nought, Redolpho, nothing, nothing! 
O that was gentle, blameleſs, to what follow'd| ö 


I had, my friend, to Sigiſmunda given, 


To huth' her fears, in the full guſh of fondneſs, 
A blank ſign'd by my hand—and he 0 heavens! 

Mas ever ſuch a wild attempt Ihe wrote 

Beneath my name an abſolute compliance 


To this deteſted Will; nay, dared to read 1 


Before myſelf, on my inſulted throne 
His idle pageant plac'd -O words are weak 
To paint the pangs, the rage, the indignation, 5 
That whirl d from thought to ee my ſoul in tem- | 


-peſt,.- 


| Now on the point to burſt, por now by 3 : 
Repreſs'd But in the face of Sicily, = 


All mad with acclamation, what, 8 


What could I do? The ſole relief that rote- 
To my diſtracted mind, was to adjourn 
Tb' aſſembly till to-morrow- Hut to-morrow: 
What can be done —O it avails not what! 
I care not what is done My only care 
Is how to clear my faith to Sigiſmunda. 
She thinks me falſe! She caſt a look that kill'd me! 1. 
O Jam baſe in S:giſmunda's eye! 
The loweſt of en the moſt perfidious l. 


Nod. This was a "A of inſolence indeed, 


"A daring outrage of ſo ſtrange a nature, 
; As ſtuns me quite 


Tanc. Curs'd be my timid prudence! 


| That daſh'd not back, that moment, in his face, 5 
The bold preſumptuous lie and curs'd this hand [: 
That from a ſtart of poor diſſimulation, 


Led off my Sigi/munda's hated rival. 


Ah then! what, poiſon'd by the falſe appearance, 175 
What, Sigi/munda, were thy thoughts 0 of me ? 


How, 
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How, in the filent bitterneſs of ſoul, | 
How didſt thou ſcorn me! hate mankind, thyſelf, 
For truſting to the vows of faithleſs Tanered! 
For ſuch | teen'd—l was!—The thought diſtracts me! 
I ſhould have catt a flattering world aſide, 
Ruſh'd from my throne, betore them all avow'd her, 
Tae choice, the glory of my free-born heart, 
And ſpurn'd the thameful fetters thrown upon it 
Inſtead of that g onfuſion !—what I did 

Has clinch'd the chain, confirm'd Si ffredi's enms,. 
And fix'd me down to intamy ! : 

Rod. My lord, 

Blame not the conduct, which your bite 
Tore from your tortur'd heart What could you do ? 
Had you, ſo circumſtanc'd, in open ſenate, 
Before th' aſtoniſh'd public, with no friends 
. Prepar'd, no party form'd, affronted thus 
"The haughty princeſs and her powerful faction, 
Supported by this Will, the ſudden ſtroke, 
Abrupt and premature, might have recoil'd 
Upon yourſelf, even your own friends revolted, 

And turn'd at once the public ſcale _ you. 
Belides, conſider had you then detected 

In its freſh guilt this action of Siffredi, 
You muſt with ſignal vengeance have chaſtis'd 

The treaſonable deed—Nothing fo mean 

As weak infulted power that dares not puniſh. | 
And how would that have ſuited with your love? 
His daughter preſent too? Truſt me, your men 3 
 Howe'er abhorrent to a heart like yours, 
Was fortunate and wiſe Not that F 
Per to adviſe ſubmiſlion 15 

Tanc. Heavens! oubmition ! : 

Could I deſcend to bear it, even in thought, 
Deſpiſe me, you, the world, and Si2i/munda ! 
Submiſſion! No !—To-morrow's glorious light 

Shall flaſh diſcovery on this ſcene of baſenets. 
Whatever be the riſque, by heavens! to-morrow, 
I Vill o'erturn the dirty lie-built ſchemes 

Of theſe old men, and ſhew my faithful ſenate, 
That Manfred s. fon knows to aſſert and wear, 
With undimini/h'd dignity, that crown 


This 


Submiſſive to my fortune and BF duty, 
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This unexpected day has plac'd upon him. 
But this, my friend, theſe ſtormy guſts of pride 
Are foreign to my love Till Sigiſmunda | 
Be diſabus'd, my breaſt is tumult all, 

And can obey no ſettled courſe of reaſon. 

I ſee her till, I feel her powerful image, 


That look, where with reproach complaint was mix d, 


Big 


g with ſoft woe and gentle indignation, 8 | 
Which ſeem'd at once to pity and to ſcorn me- 0 


O let me find her! I too long have left 

My Sigiſnunda to converſe with tears, 

A prey to thoughts that picture me a villain. 
But ah! how, clogg'd, with this accurſed ſtate, 


A tedious world, ſhall 1 now find accels ? 


Her father too—Ten thouſand horrors croud 
Into the wild fantaſtic eye of love ; 
Who knows what he may do? Come then, my friend, . 
And by thy ſiſter's hand O let me ſteal 
A letter to her boſom Il no longer 

Can bear her abſence, by the juſt contempt 

She now muſt brand me with, inflam'd to madneſs. 
Fly, my Rodolpho, fly! engage thy fiſter 


To aid my letter, and this very evening 
Secure an interview—1I would not bear 


This rack another day, not for my kingdom! 


Till then deep-plung'd in ſolitude and ſhades, 


1 will not ſee the hated face of man. 


Thought drives on thought, on paſſions, paſſions roll 3 
Her ſmiles alone can calm my raging ſoul. PE 


Exp of the  Seconp Acr. 


Aris F 8 


A c T my SCEN EL 


en alone, f ſting in a a diſenſulate th 


5 tyrant prince! f ah more Gan faithleſs Tancred!' 
Ungenerous and inhuman in thy falſhood ! _ 
Hadit thou, this morning, when my hopeleſs heart, 
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Had ſo.much ſpirit left, as to be willing 

To give thee back thy vows, ah! hadſt thou then 
| Confeſs d the ſad neceſlity thy ſtate 

Impos'd upon thee, and with gentle friendſhip, 
Since we mutt part at laſt, our parting ſoften'd : 

I ſhould indeed—T ſhould have been unhappy, 
But not to this extreme Amidſt my grief, 


I had, with penſive pleaſure, cheriſh'd ſtill. 


The ſweet remembrance of thy former love; 
Thy image till had dwelt upon my ſoul, 
And made our. guiltleſs woes not undelightful, : 
But cooly thus—How couldſt thou be fo cruel — | 


Thus to revive my hopes, to ſooth my love 


And call forth all its tenderneſs, then ſink mie 

In black deſpair - What unrelenting pride 

Poſſeſsd thy breaſt, that thou couldſt bear unmov 4 

To ſee me bent beneath a weight of ſhame ? _ 

Pangs thou canſt never feel? How couldſt thou drag me, 

In barbarous triumph at a rival's car? | 

How make me witneſs to a ſight of horror? 

That hand, which, but a few ſhort hours ago, 

80 wantonly abus'd my ſimple faith, 

Before th' atteſting world given to another, 

_ Irrevocably given !—There was a time, 

When the leaſt cloud that hung upon my brow,. 
Perhaps imagin'd only, touch'd thy pity. _ 

Then, brighten'd often by the ready tear, 

Thy looks were ſoftneſs all ; then the quick heart,, 

In every nerve alive, forgot itſelf, 

And for each other then we felt alone. 

But now, alas ! thoſe tender days are fled; 

| Now thou canſt ſee me wretched, pierc'd with anguiſh, 

With ſtudied anguiſh of thy own creating, _ 

Nor wet thy harden'd eye—Hold, let me think 

_ Iwrong thee ſure ; thou canſt not be ſo baſe, 

As meanly in my miſery to triumph. 

What is it then? Why ſhould I ſearch for pain? — 

O 'tis as bad! *T'is fickleneſs of nature, 

Ti ſickly love extinguiſh'd by ambition 

Is there, kind heaven, no conſtancy in man ? 


No ſteadfaſt truth, no generous fixt affection, 


That can bear up againſt a Gli world? No. 
No, 


Ihy tender father pities more than blames thee. 


Too bend my ſoul to your ſupreme * 


7 
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No, there is none—Bven Tancred i is inconſtant' 5 
 [Rifrg ] 

Hence! let me e fly this ſcene !—Whate'er I ſee, | 
Theſe roofs, theſe walls, each object that ſurrounds me, | 
Are tainted with his vows—But whither fly? 
'The groves are worſe, the ſoft retreat of Belmont, 
Its deepening glooms, gay lawns, and airy ſummits, 
Will wound my buſy memory to torture, 

And all its ſhades will whiſper—faithleſs Tancred! 
My father comes. — How, ſunk in chis diſorder, 
5 Shall ſuſtain his preſence * 


e „ , 


Sirvnnos, sicleuu vol. 


. 616. Sigiſmunde; TT. 

My deareſt child! I grieve to find thee thus 1 
A prey to tears. I know the powerful cauſe 
From which they flow, and therefore can excuſe chem, 5 

But not their wilſul obſtinate continuance. N 
Come, rouſe thee then, call up thy drooping ſpirit 3: 
Come, wake to reaſon from this dream of love, 
And ſhew the world thou art Siffred?s daughter. 
5 85% Alas! Tam unworthy of that name. 

Thou art indeed to blame; thou haſt too raſhly | 

EA thy heart, without a father's ſanction. 5 
But this I can forgive. The king has virtues, 
That plead thy full excuſe; nor was I void 
Of blame, to truſt thee to thoſe dangerous virtues, 
Then dread not my reproaches. "Tho! he blames, 


Thou art my daughter ſtill; and, if thy n 
Will now reſume its pride, aſſert itfelf,. = 
And greatly riſe ſuperior to this trial! „„ _—_— 
I to my warmeſt confidence again | _ 
Will take thee, andeſteem thee more my e — 
Sg. O you are gentler far than I deſerve! _ | 
It is, it ever was, my darling pride, 


_ Your wiſeſt will; and tho', by love betray'd— _ | 
Alas! and puniſh d too—l bave tranſyreſs'd. = TN 


ANC RR D an: 
The niceſt bounds of duty, yet I feel 
A ſentiment of tenderneſs, a ſource 
Of filial nature ſpringing in my breaſt, 
That, ſhould it kill me, ſhall controul this paſſion, 
And make me all ſubmiſſion and obedience 
To you, my honour'd lord, the beſt of fathers. 
Si. Come to my arms, thou comfort of my age! 
Thou only joy and hope of. theſe grey hairs ! 
Come! let me take thee to a parent's heart; 
There, with the kindly aid of my advice, 
Even with the dew of theſe paternal tears, 
Revive and nouriſh this becoming ſpirit 
Then thou doſt promiſe me, my Sigiſmunda— 5 
Thy father ſtoops to make it his requeſt - 
Thou wilt reſign thy fond preſumptuous hopes, 8 
And henceforth never more indulge one thought 9 
That in the light of love regards the king? 
Sigi. Hopes I have none! Thoſe by this fatal day 
Are Blaſted all But from my ſoul to baniſh, 
While weeping memory there retains her ſeat, 1 
Thoughts which the pureſt boſom might have cherify 4 
Once my delight, now even in anguiſh charming, 
Is more, alas! my lord, that can promiſe | 
Sf. Abſence and time, the ſoftner of our paſſions, | 
Will conquer this. Mean-time, I hope from thee 
A generous great effort; that thou wilt now _ * 
Exert thy utmoſt force, nor languiſh thus | 
Beneath the vain extravagance of love. 
Let not thy father bluſh to hear it ſaid, 
His daughter was ſo weak, eer to admit 
A thought ſo void of reaſon, that a king 
Should to his rank, his honour and his glory, 
The high important duties of a throne, _ 
Even to his throne itſelf, madly prefer 

A wild romantic paſſion, the fond child 1 
Of youthful dreaming thought and vacant 1 3 
That he ſhould quit his heaven- appointed ſtation, 
Deſert his awful charge, the care of all | 
The toiling millions which this iſle contains ; 

Nay more, ſhould plunge them into war and ruin: 
And all to ſooth a ſick imagination 
A miſerable weakneſs—Muſt tor __ 
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To mke thee bleſt. Stcitis-be nahappy? 
The king himſelf, loſt to the nobler ſenſe 
Of manly praiſe, become the piteous hero 


Of ſome ſoft tale, and ruſh on ſure deſtruction? 


Canſt thou, my daughter, let the monſtrous thought 


Poſſeſs one moment thy perverted fancy? 
Rouſe thee, for ſhame! and if a ſpark of virtue 


Lyes flumbering in thy ſoul, bid it blaze forth ; 


Nor fink unequal to the glorious leſſon, 


This day thy lover gave thee from his throne. 


S870 Ah, that was not from virtue 1 my 
father, T 


That book his aim, I yield to -whot you fay; J 


*Tis powerful truth, unanſwerable reaſon. 


Then, then, with fad, but duteous reſignation, | 
I had ſubmitted, as became your daughter; 

But in that moment, when my humbled hopes 
Were to my duty reconcil'd, to raiſe them 


To yet a fonder height than e'er they knew. 
Then rudely daſh them down There is the ais! 
The blaſting view is ever preſent to me- 


Why did you drag me to a ſight ſo cruel * 


Si. It was a ſcene to fire thy emulation 
_ Sigi/. It was a ſcene of perfidy But know, 


Il vill do more than imitate the king 
For he is falſe!—1, tho' ſincerely pierc'd 
With the beſt, trueſt paſſion, ever touch'd _ 
A virgin's breaſt, here vow to heaven and you, 
IT ho' from my heart! cannot, from my hopes | 
To caſt this Prince—What would you more, my father ? 


Siff. Yes, one thing more--thy father then is happy 
Tho? by the voice of innocence and virtue 5 | 


Abſolv'd, we live not to ourſelves alone: 
A rigorous world, with peremptory ſway, 
Subſects us all, and even the nobleſt moſt. | 
This world from thee, my honour and thy e on, 5 
Demands one ſtep; a ſtep, by which convinc'd 
The king may ſee thy heart diſdains to wear 


A chain which his has greatly thrown aſide. 


Ti fitting too, thy ſex's pride commands thee, 


To ſhew th' approving world thou canſt reſign, 
As well as he, nor with inferior ſpirit, 5 | 
A paſſion | 


"lt:  TANCRED any. 
A paſſion fatal to the public weal.  _ 
But, above all, thou muſt root out for ever 
From the king's breaſt the leaſt remain of hope, 
And henceforth make his mention'd love diſhonour. 
Theſe things, my daughter, that muſt needs be done, 
Can but this way be done by the ſafe refuge, 
The facred ſhelter of a huſband's arms. 
And there is one— _ TE | 
Sigiſ. Good heavens! what means my lord? 

S.. One of illuſtrious family, high rank, | FE 
Vet till of higher dignity and merit, P 
Who can and will protect thee; one to awe. 3g. 

The king himſelt—Nay, hear me, Sigiſmunda— 
The noble Oſmond courts thee for his bride, | 
And has my plighted word—This day _ 25 5 
Sigi. [Aneeling ] My father! „ | 7 
Let me with trembling arms embrace thy knees! J. 
Oif you ever wiſh'd to ſee me happy; e © 
If cer in infant years I gave you joy, | 
When, as Iprattling twin'd around your — 
Lou ſnatch'd me to your boſom, kiſs'd my eyes, 
And melting ſaid you ſaw my mother there; 
O ſave me from that worſt ſeverity . 
Of fate! O outrage not my breaking heart 

JT 0o that degree I cannot !—'tis impoſſible!— 
So ſoon withdraw it, give it to another— _ 
Hear me, my deareſt father! hear the voice 

Of nature and humanity, that plead _ 
As well as juſtice for me!—Not to chuſe 
Without your wiſe direction may be duty; 
But till my choice is free—That is a right, 
Which even the loweſt ſve can never lole., _ 
And would you thus degiade me? make me baſe? 
For ſuch it were, to give my worthleſs perſon _ 
Without my heart, an injury to Oſmond, 
The higheſt can be done Let me, my lord 
Or I hall die, ſhall by the ſudden change 
Be to diſtraction ſhock d let me wear out 
My hapleſs days in ſolitude and ſilence, 
Far from the malice of a prying world! 
At leaſt - you cannot ſure refuſe me this 
Sive me a little time—I will do all, 


* whither ſhall I fly ? Where hide me, Laure, ; 
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All I can do, to pleaſe you!—O your eye | 


Sheds a kind beam 
_ Siff. My daughter! you abuſe 


The ſoftneſs of my nature 


Sigiſ. Here, my father, 
Till you relent, here will I grow for ever! 
Siff Riſe, Sigiſmunda.— Tho' you touch may bevy. 


Nothing can ſhake th' inexorable dictates 


Of honour, duty, and determin'd reafon. 
Then by the holy ties of filial love, 
Reſolve, I charge thee, to receive earl Ofmend, 


As ſuits the man who is thy father's choice, 
And worthy of thy hand] go to bring him— 


Sipiſ. Spare me, my deareſt father! 

Sf [afide.) I muſt ruſh * 
From her ſoſt graſp, or nature e will betray mel: 

O grant us, Heaven! that fortitude of mind, 


Which liſtens to our duty, not our . ; 


Quit me, my child! © 

Sigiſ. You cannot, O my father! | 
You cannot leave me thus! 

Siff. Come hither, Laura. 


| Come to thy friend. Now ſhew thyſelf a a friend. 
Combat her weakneſs; diſſipate her tears; 5 
Cheriſh, and reconcile her to her duty. 


SCENE mm. 


Sienna, Les. 7 


vigil: 0 woe on woe! diſtreſod by love and duty ! : 
DO every way unhappy Sigiſmunda ! — 
Laur. Forgive me, madam, if I blame your grief — 
How can you waſte your tears on one fo falſe? i 
Unworthy of your tenderneſs? to whom 
Nought but contempt is due and indignation? _ 
Sigiſ. You know not half the horrors of my fare? 3 


I mich perhaps have learn'd to ſcorn his falſhood ; 
Nay, when the firſt ſad burſt of tears was paſt, 

I might have rous'd my pride and ſcorn'd himſelf— 
But tis too much, this greateſt laſt misfortune 


3 : | — pe r ˙Ü—‚ n e . 
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From | 


| Moſt exquiſite revenge! 


1 TANCRED/anp 


From the dire ſcene my father now DD 
Laur. What thus alarms you, madam ! 
Sigi. Can it be? | 
Can I--— ah no! at once give to . 
My violated heart? in one wild moment? 
1 He brings earl O/mend to receive my vows ! 
| Odreadful change! for Tancred, haughty O/mmd! 
| Laur. Now, on my foul, tis what an outrag'd heart, 
Like your's, ſhould wiſh--I ſhould, by e elleem i it 


Sigiſ. Revenge on whom? 


On my own heart, already but too wretched! | 


aur. On him! this Tancred! who has baſely fold, 
For the dull form of deſpicable grandeur, _ 
| His faith, his love At once a ſlave and tyrant! 
Sigi Oh rail at me, at my believing folly, _ 
My vain ill-founded hopes, but ſpare him, Laura! 
 Laur, Who rais'd theſe hopes? who * o'er 
that weakneſs? 
Pardon the word—You greatly merit him; 3 


Better than him, with all his giddy, pomp ! 


You rais'd him by your ſmiles when he was nothing! 
Where is your woman pride; that guardian it 
{ Given us to daſh. the perfidy of man? : 
| Ye powers! I cannot bear the thought with patience— 1 
| Yet recent from the moſt unſparing vows _ 
The tongue of love cer laviſh'd; Jos rom your hopes 
80 vainly, idly, cruelly deluded; 
Before the public thus, before your father, 
{ Byan irrevocable ſolemn deed, . 
Wich ſuch inhuman ſcorn, to throw you from him} 
| To give his faithleſs hand, yet warm, from thine, | 


With complicated meanneſs, to.Conſflantia ! 
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And to compleat his crime, when thy weak limbs 
Could ſcarce ſupport thee, then, of they regardleſs, 
To lead her off! 

| Sigiſ. That was indeed a ſight i 

| To poiſon loye ! to turn it into rage 

f And keen contempt.!— What means this Qupid weak- 
| neſs 

L That hangs upon me? Hence, unworthy tears! | 
| an my cheek no, Ore No more any heart, 


ape RP ar meta nw nee * 
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; For or one fo b falſe or meanly 804 

O it imports not which are to ſuggeſt 

The leaſt excuſe !—Yes, traitor, I will wring 
Thy pride, will turn thy triumph to confuſion! 
Iwill not pine away my days for thee, 

Sighing to brooks and groves; while, with vain pity, 
You in a rival's arms lament my fate 

No] let me periſh! ere I tamely be 

That ſoft, that patient, gentle Sigi/munda, 
Who can conſole her with the wretched boaſt, 


She was for thee yy if Fam, 


I will be nobly fo! Sicilia's daughters 
Shall wondering ſee in me a great example 

Of one who puniſh'd an ill-judging heart, 

Who made it bow to what it moſt abhorr'd! 


Cruſh'd it to miſery l. for having thus 


; 80 lightly liſten'd to a worthleſs lover! 
aur. At laſt it mounts! the kindling pride of. 
„ 
Truſt me, thy marriage will "i TIRE Sit 
Sigi. O may the furies light his nuptial dorch! 
he it accurs'd as mine! for the fair peace, 
The tender joys of hymeneal love, 
May jealouſy awak'd, and fell remorſe, 
Pour al their fierceſt venom thro” his breaſt!! 
Where the fates lead, and blind revenge, I follow — 
Let me not think—By injur'd love! I vow, 


Thou ſhalt, baſe prince]! perfidious and inhuman! | 


Thou halt behold me in 1 8 arms! bas 
In his thou hateſt! Ofmond's! | 
Laur. That will grind _ 

His heart with ſecret rage ! Aye, that will fling | 
His ſoul to madneſs! ſet him up a terror, 
A ſpectacle of woe to faithleſs lover! 5 
Vour cooler thought, beſides, will of the W 
Approve, and think it happy. Noble Oſmond 
From the fame ſtock with him derives his birth, 

Firſt of Sicilian barons, prudent, brave, . 
Of ſtricteſt honour, and by all rever'd. | 


Sigif. Talk not of Oſmond, but perfidious Tancred! | 


Rail at him, rail! invent new names of ſcorn ! 


AR me, Laura lend my rage freſh fewel ; C | 
5 "Support [ 
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Support my ſtaggering purpoſe, which already 
Begins to fail me—Ah, my vaunts how vain! 

How have I ly'd to my own heart !—Alas! _ 

My tears return, the mighty flood o'erwhelms me? 
Iien thouſand crouding images diſtract _ 

My tortur'd thought And is it come to this? 
Our hopes? our vows? our oft repeated wiſhes, 
Breath'd from the fervent ſoul, and full of heaven, | 
To make each other happy come to this! — 
aur. If thy own peace and honour cannot keep 
Thy reſolution fix d, yet, Sigiſmunda, 

O think, how deeply, how oe retreat, 
Thy father is engag d. 
Sieiſ. Ah wretched weakneſs! ! 
| That thus enthrals my ſoul, that chaſes thence 
| Each nobler thought, the ſenſe of every duty. 
And have then no tears for thee, my father ? 
| Can] forget thy cares, from helpleſs years, 
Wh Thy tenderneſs for me? an eye {till beam'd 

With love? a brow that never knew a frown? | 
Nor a harſh word thy tongue? Shall I for theſe | 
Repay thy ſtooping venerable age, 

With ſhame, diſquiet, anguiſh and diſnonour? 

It muſt not be! — Thou firſt of angels! come, 
Sweet filial piety ! and firm my breaſt! 

Yes, let one daughter to her fate ſubmit, 0 
Be nobly wretched—but her father happy! 
Laura ! they come — O heavens! I cannot ſtand | 
The horrid trial !——Open, open earth! | 
And hide me from their view! _ 


Laur. Madam |— 
8 7 E N E Iv. 
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8.5 My daughter, 3 

Behold my noble friend who courts FE "EY 

And whom to call my ſon I ſhall be proud; 

Nor ſhall I leſs be LEY in this Aae * 
Io ſee thee happy. | 

th 8 25 Think not, T preſume, . „ 
Madam, 


_Ofer my own heart—1 die—Support me, Laura. 
5 If, by this ſudden accident alarm . 


1 leave you or a moment. 


| What can this mT 


Io what a pitch I lov'd her. O ſhe ſhot | 


SIGISMUNDA. ww. 
Madam, on this your father's kind conſent, 4 
To make me bleſt. I love you from a heart, 


That ſeeks your good ſuperior to my own; 


And will, by every art of tender friendſhip, 
Conſult your deareſt welfare. May I hope, 
Yours does not diſavow your father's choice? 


Sigiſ. I am a daughter, Sir—and have no power 


[Faints.] 
Si. Help— _Bear her off—She breathes——mp : 

_ daughter !S— _ 
Sigif Oh! 


Forgive my weakneſs—ſoft——my Laure, lead mee 
To my apartment. | 


Siff. Pardon me, my lord, 


e N V. 


Osuoxp ale. 


"Tas me chan 


bi it to me verarion ; 
Or is it, as I fear'd, the loves another ? 


Ha ves perhaps the king, the young count Tancred 5 
They were bred up together— | 


—durely that, 


That cannot be Has he not given his hand 


In the moſt ſolemn manner to Conflantia ? 
Does not his crown depend upon the deed ? 
No 
He could not to a king prefer a ſubject. 1 
His virtues I efteem—nay more, I truſt them— | 
So far as virtue goes—but could he place 
His daughter on the throne of Sicily—— 


O tts a glorious bribe, too much for man oye 
What is it then ? 


if they lov'd, and this old ſtateſman knew i is, 


I care not what it be. 
My honour now, my dignity demands, 
That my propos d alliance, by her father, 
And even herſelf accepted, be not ſcorn'd. 
I love her too——1 never knew till now 


Ten 


48 FTAN CRE D AND 
Ten thouſand charms into my inmoſt ſoul! 

She look d ſo mild, ſo amiably gentle, 

She bow'd her head, the glow'd with ſuch confuſion, 
Such lovelineſs of modeſty ! She is, | 
In gracious mind, in manners, and in-perſon, 

The perfect model of all female beauty 

She muſt be mine——She is If yet her heart 
Conſents not to my happineſs, her duty, 

Join'd to my tender cares, will gain ſo much 
Upon her generous nature — That will follow. 


The man of ſenſe, who aQts a.prudent part, 
"ot e _ but forms EIT the heart. 
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| $161S$MU » Da, -with a letter in her hand. 


192 \IS done II am a flave!—The fatal vow _ 3 

Has paſs'd my lips {—Metbought 1 in thoſe ad þ 
moments, | 
The tombs around, the faints, the Abend he 
And all the trembling ſhrines with horror ſhook. 

But here is ſtill new matter of diſtreſs. 1 
O Tancred, ceaſe to perſecute me more! = 
| O-grudge me not ſome calmer ſtate of woe! | . 
Some quiet gloom to ſhade my hopeleſs «x ach 1 
Where I may never hear of love and thee ! 
Has. Laura too conſpir'd againſt my peace? | 
Why did you oo this letter bear it ok. 5 

living ver the letter. : BY 
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I will not court new pain. 
Laur. Madam, + Rodo/pho . 
Urg'd me ſo much, nay, even with tears conjur'd me, 


But chis once more to ſerve thy. waer king 1 
For 


$1GISMUNDA. 1 
36, For ſuch he ſaid he was that tho enrag d, 5 
Equal with thee, at his inhuman falſhood, 
I could not to my brother's fervent prayers 
Refuſe this office—Read it—His excuſes 
Will only more expoſe his falſhood. 
Sigiſ. No 
Tt ſuits not Oſmond's wife to read one line 
rom that contagious hand—ſhe knows too well ! 1 
Laur. He paints him out diſtreſs d beyond expreſſion, 
Even on the point of madneſs. Wild as winds, | 
And fighting ſeas, he raves. His paſſions mix, 
With ceaſeleſs rage, all in each giddy moment. 
He dies to ſee you and to clear his faith. | 
Sigiſ. Save me from that !—That would be wore | 
than all! i 
Laur. I but report my brother's words « ; who then 
Began to talk of ſome dark impoſition, _ 5 
That had deceiv'd us all: when, interrupted, 
We heard your father and earl Oſmond near, 
As ſummon'd to Conſtantia's court they went. 
Sigi. Ha! impoſition ?—Well!—If I am doon'd. 
To be, o'er all my ſex, the wretch of love, 
In vain I would refiſt—Give me the letter 
To know the worſt is ſome relief—Alas! _ 
It was not thus, with ſuch dire palpitations, 
That, Tancred, once I us'd to read thy letters. 
[Attempting to read the letter, but gives it 10 Laura, J ; 
| Ah, fond remembrance blinds me Fred | it, Laure. 


La 


De ne, ende from that moſt 7 7 7 ite - 


1 ſery which a faithful beari can ſuffer —To e thought 


baſe by her, from whoſe eſteem even virtue borrows new 
charms. When I ſubmitted to my cruel ſituation, it was 
not falſbood you beheld, but an exceſs of love. Rather 
than endanger that, I for a while gave up my honour. 
Every moment till I "fee you ftabs me with ſeverer pangs 
than real guilt itſelf can feel. Let me then conjure you 
to meet me in the garden, towards the cloſe of the day, 
| when I will explain this myſtery, We hade been moſt 
re mene . and 1 25 by the means of the very 


paper . 


0 TANCRED any 
paper which I pave you, from the xuarmeſt ſi urig ＋ 
love, to Mere to you the heart and hand of . 
anere . 


Sigiſ. There, Laura, there, the dreadful ſecret 
ſprung! g 

That paper! ah that paper! it ſuggeſts 

A thouſand horrid thoughts I to my father 

Gave it; and he perhaps dare not caſt 

A look that way—if yet indeed you love me, 

O blaſt me not, kind Tancred, with the truth! 

O pitying keep me ignorant for ever! 

What ſtrange peculiar miſery is mine? 

Reduc'd to with the man I love were falſe! 1 

Why was I hurry'd to a"ſtep ſo raſh? 

Repairleſs woe!—1I might have waited, ſure, 

A few ſhort hours No duty that forbad— 

I ow'd thy love that juſtice; till this day 

Thy love an image of all perfect goodneſs! | 

A beam from heaven that glow'd with every virtue! 

And have I thrown-this prize of life away? 

The piteous wreck af one diſtracted moment ? 

Ah the cold prudence of remorſeleſs age! 

Ah parents, traitors to your children's bliſs! 

Ah curs'd, ah blind revenge !—On every hand 

I 'was betray'd—You, Laura, too, betray'd me !— — 

Laur. Who, Who, but he, whate er he writes, be- 

tray'd you? | 

5 Or falſe or puſillanimous. For once, 

I will with you ſuppoſe, that this agreement 
Jo the king's will was forg'd—Tho' forg'd by whom ? 
Your father ſcorns the crime. Yet what avails er 
This, if it clears his truth, condemns his ſpirit. 

A youthful king, by love and honour fir'd, 

Patient to fit on his inſulted throne, 

And let an outrage, of ſo high a nature, 

Unpuniſh'd paſs, 'uncheck'd, uncontradicted— = 

O ' tis a meanneſs equal even to falſhood! 

Sigi Laura, no more We have already r 

Too largely without knowledge. Oft, what ſeems 

A trifle, a mere nothing, by itfelf, _ | 

In ſome nice ſituations, turns the ſcale 

k Of "Tate, and rules the moſt important actions. 
e ; Yes, 


8 To 


— 


yy Yes, I begin to feel a ſad preſage : # 

I am undone from that eternal fours. Mg, 2 8 

Of human woes — The judgment of the 2560 ons. 

But what have I to do with theſe excuſes? 

O ceaſe, my treacherous heart, to give them room! 

It ſuits not thee to plead a lover's cauſe ; 

Even to lament my fate is now diſhonour. 

Nought now remains, but with relentleſs purpoſe 
. all interviews, all clearing up 

Of this dark ſcene; to wrap myſelf in gloom, 

In ſolitude and ſhades; there to devour 

The filent ſorrows ever ſwelling hete; 

And ſince I muſt be wretched—for I muſt— 

To claim the mighty miſery myſelf, 


0 Engroſs it all, and ſpare a hapleſs e. 


Hence let me fly!—the hour approachon——— 
Laur. Madam, 

Behold he comes—the king— 

 Sigiſ. Heavens! how eſcape ? | 

4 No—1 wi N one laſt meeting—Leave me. 


s C EN E 1. 


"Ts 11 


Tane. And are theſe long long: hours of torture. : 


„ paſt? 
My life! x my Sigiſmunda, 2 


Siet. kite, my lord. 
To ſee my ſovereign thus no more becomes me. 


Tanc. O let me kiſs the ground on which yout tread | ! FH 


Let me exhale my ſoul in ſofteſt tranſport !. 


1 = Since I again embrace my Sigi/munda ! [Rib : 1 


UDnkind ! how couldft thou ever deem me aller ? 
Hoy thus diſhonour love; — O I could much 
Embitter my complaint How low were then 
Thy thoughts of me? How didſt thou then affront 
The human heart itſelf ? After the vows, 
The fervent truth, the tender ptoteſtations, 
Which mine has often pour'd, to let thy breaſt, 
Whate er th appearance was, admit ſuſpicion? 


Si 10 * when I 1 e your full Weener > 
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To the late king's ſo juſt and prudent will? 

Heard it before you read, in ſolemn ſenate ? 

Whenl beheld you give your royal hand, 

To her, whoſe birth and dignity, of right, | 
Demands that high alliance p Yes, my lord, 

You have done well. The man, whom beaven appoints 
To govern others, ſhould himſelf firſt learn 

To bend his paſſions to the ſway of reaſon. 

In all you have done well; but when you bid 

My humbled hopes look up to you again, 

And ſooth'd with wanton cruelty my weakneſ— 5 
That too was well My vanity deſerv'd | 
The ſharp rebuke, whoſe fond extravagance 

Could ever dream to balance your aipeſe, e 
Jour glory and the welfare of a people. 
Tan. Chide on, chide on. Thy ſoft reproaches n now, 
f Inftead of wounding, only ſooth my fondneſs. 

No, no, thou charming conſort of my ſoul! 


| never lov'd thee with ſuch faithful ardor, | 


As in that cruel miſerable moment „ 1 8 

You thought me falſe ; when even my honour r ſoop'd 

To wear r thee a baffled face of baſeneſs. 

It was thy barbarous father, Sigiſmunda, 
Who caught me in the toil. He turn'd that paper, 

_ Meant for th' aſſuring bond of nuptial , 

To ruin it for ever; he, he wrote | 

| That forg'd conſent, you heard, beneath my name; 

Nay, dar'd before my outraged throne to read it! 

Had he not been thy father Hal my 1 

You tremble, you grow pale. 

. Sie. Oh leave me, Tancred! 


nc. No!—Leave thee?—Never! never! till you! ſet 


My heart at peace, till theſe dear lips again 
Pronounce thee mine! Without thee [ renounce 50 


8 Myſett, my friends, the world—Here-on this bad . 


Sigiſ. My lord, forget that band, which never now 


Can be to thine united—— — 
Tanc. Sigiſmunda! 


What doſt thou mean? Thy words, t PO manner 


| Seem to conceal ſome horrid ſecret—heavens!— 


| No—That was wild Diſtraction fires the thought!— 5 Y | 


Sigi. Enquire no more I never can be thine. 


7 2 N | Tank. 
U 5 4” 


— 


To brave the fury of an injur'd king? 

Who, ere he ſees thee raviſh'd from his hopes, 

Will wrap all blazing Szcily in flames 
Sigi. In vain your power, my lord—This fatal error, 

Join'd to my father's unrelenting will, 

Has plac'd an everlaſting bar betwixt 1 pag 

I am—earl Oſmond's —Wiſe- 

| Tanc.. Earl Oſmond's wife |—— 


L a long Fog W which they 
| look at one anothor with the bighe/t | 

| agitation and moſt tender diſtreſs. 
Heavens! did I hear thee right? what! mar iro a ?: 


miarry'd? 

| Loft to thy faithful Tancred? loft for r 

Couldſt thou then doom me to ſuch matchleſs woe, 
Without ſo much as hearing me? Diſtraction— 
Alas! what haſt thou done? Ah, 8 / 
Thy raſh*credulity has done a deed, 1 
Which of two happieſt lovers—that ere felt 
The bliſsful power, has made two finith'd wretches ! 
But —Madneſs !—Sure, thou know'ſt it cannot be! 


| This hand | is mine! a thouſand thouſand VOWS— 


8 e E N R . 


8 OsMoRD, S1GISMUNDA. 5 
Ofm. [Snatching her hand from the king.] Madam, 
ttmis hand, by the moſt ſolemn rites, | 
ö A little hour ago, was given to me: 
And did not ſovereign honour now command me, 

Never but with my life to quit my claim, 
1 would renounce it — thus! 
Tanc. Ha! who art t thou! 


7 Preſumptuous man? „ 
_ Sigiſ.[ aſide. I here i is my PER 3 Il Cet out: 74 : 
. One thou ſhouldſt better know—Yes—view | 


me- one.! 
| Who can and will maintain his rights and honour, | 

Againſt a faithleſs prince, an upſtart king, 
Wh oſe firſt baſe deed is what a harden'd 1 
Would bluſh to act. 


8 "Tanc. A 
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| Tanc. What, who ſhall interpoſe ? who dares attempt | 


. ; 4 : 4 
< ” 
— — —ñ—ũ— ———————— or; r . — — «vs . 
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Tanc. Inſolent Oſmond! know, 
This upſtart king will hurl woes FRY on thee, 
And all who ſhall invade his ſacred rights, 

Prior to thine—Thine founded on compulſion, 

On infamous deceit ; while his proceed 
Froni mutual love and free long-plighted faith. 
She is, and ſhall be mine!—— 1 will annul, 
By the high power with which the laws inv 'eſt me, 
Thoſe guilty forms in which you have entrap'd 
Baſely entrap'd, to thy deteſted nuptials, 
My queen betroth'd; who has my heart, my hand, 
And ſhall partake my throne If, haughty lord, 
If this thou didſt not know, then know it now |! 
And know beſides, as I have told thee this, | 
| Shouldft thou but think to urge thy treaſon further 
Than treaſon more ! treaſon againſt my eve l-— "1 
Thy life ſhall anſwer for it! 
__ O/m. Ha! my life! 
It moves my ſcorn to hear thy empty threats. 
When was it that a Norman baron's life 
| Became fo vile, as on the frown of kings 1 
To hang?—Of that, my lord, the pa muſt judge; "ip 
Or if the law be weak, my guardian ſword— | 
Tanc. Dare not to touch it, traitor ! leſt my rage 
Break looſe, and do a deed that miſbecomes me. 


SCENE w. 


_ Fancard, SieeneDr, OzMonD. 
Si (entering. ] My gracious lord] what is it I behold? 
My ſovereign A contention with his ſfubje&ts? 
Surely this houſe deferves from royal Tancred 

A little more regard than to be made 

A ſcene of troubles and unſeemly jars. 

It grieves my ſoul, it baffles every hope, 

It makes me ſick of life, to ſee thy glory | - 
Thus blafted in the bud Heavens! can your highneſs 

From your exalted character deſcend, 

The dignity of virtue; and, inſtead 

Of being the protector of our rights, 

The holy guardian of domeſtic bliſs, 

| Unkindly thus diſturb the r repoſe, 


The 
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The facred peace of families, for which 
Alone the free-born race of man to, laws 
And government ſubmitted ? 5 
Tan. My lord Siffredi, 5 
Spare thy rebuke. The duties of my "Ration 
Are not to me unknown—But thou, old man, 
Doſt thou not bluſh to talk of rights invaded? 
And of our beſt, our deareſt bliſs diſturb'd? _ 
Thou ! who with more than barbarous perfidy 
_ Haſt tranipled all allegiance, juſtice, truth, 
Humanity itſelf, beneath thy feet? _ 
Thou know'ft thou haſt—T could, to thy tation.” 
Return thy hard reproaches ; but I ſpare thee, 
\ Before this lord, for whoſe ill-ſorted friendſhip 
Thou haſt moſt baſely ſacrific'd thy daughter. 
_ Farewel, my lord !—Por thee, lord conſtable, 
Who doſt preſume to lift thy ſurly eye 
. To my ſoft love, my gentle Sigiſmunda, 
l once again command thee, on thy liſe— _ 
 Yes—chew thy rage—but mark me—on thy life, 
: No further urge thy arrogant nen | 


s C E N E V. 


5 | | 3 Ozone; 
„ o fu. Ha! arrogant pretenſions! heaven and earth! us 
„ ; What! arrogant pretenſions to my wife? 
My wedded wife! Where are we? In a land 
Of civil rule, of liberty and laws ?- 
Not on my life purſue them ?—Giddy prince ! = 
My life diſdains thy nod. It is the gift 
© Of parent heaven, who gave me too an arm, 
A ſpirit to defend it againſt tyrants. _ 
The Norman race, the ſons of mighty Rollo, 
Who ruſhing in a tempeſt from the north, 
Great nurſe of generous freemen ! bravely v won 
; With their own ſwords their f auth, and ſtill bade | 
. 2 
J. By the ſame noble tenure, are not us'd 
| Too hear ſuch language—lIf I now deſiſt, 
Then brand me for a coward, deem me villain! 
A traitor to the public! by this r 
8 77 ˙ AAA. XX 


\ 


5 TANCRED anvp 
Deceiv'd, betray'd, inſulted, tyranniz'd. 
Mine is a common cauſe. My arm ſhall guard, 

_ Mix'd with my own, the rights of each Sicilian, 
_ Off ſocial life, and of mankind in general. 

Ere to thy tyrant rage they fall a prey, 

1 ſhall find means to ſhake thy tottering throne, 
Which this illegal, this perfidious uſage 

Forfeits at once, and cruſh thee i in the ruins!— 
: ay gk is my queen! | 
Si. Lord conſtable, | 9 
Let us be ſtedfaſt in the right; but let us N 
Act with cool prudence, and with manly temper, 
As well as manly firmneſs. True, I own, | 
Th' indignities you ſuffer are ſo high, 

As might even juftify what now you threaten, 
But if , my lord, we can prevent the woes, 
The cruel horrors of inteſtine war, | 
Vet hold untouch'd our liberties and laws; 

O let us, rais'd above the turbid ſphere 

Of little ſelfiſh paſſions, nobly do it! 

Nor to our hot intemperate pride pour out 

A dire libation of Sicilian blood. 

Tis godlike magnanimity, to keep, 

V/hen molt provok'd, our reaſon calm and clear, 
And execute her will, from a ſtrong ſenſe 

Of what 1s right, without the vulgar aid 
Of heat and paſſion, which, tho honeſt, bear us 
Oſten too far. Rer:.ember that my houſe 
P:oteQs my daughter ſtill; and ere I faw her 
"Thus raviſh'd from us by the arm of power, 
This hand ſhould act the Roman father's part. 
Fear not; be temperate ; all will yet be well. 

I know the king. At firſt his paſſions burſt 
Quick as the light'ning's flaſh: but in his brnft 
Honour and juſtice dwell. —Truſt me, to reaſon. 
He will return. 

___ Ofm. He will By TIES he ſhall! —— 
You know the king -I wiſh, my lord Siffredi, 


-: "That you had deign'd to tell me all you knew—— 


And would you have me wait, with duteous patience, 
Till he return to reaſon? Ye juſt powers! 
When 10 has planted on our inn his foot, 


And 


And trod us into flaves ; ; when his vain pride 
Is cloy'd with our ſubmiſſion; if, at aſt, _ 
| He finds his arm too weak to ſhake the frame 


And overturn all juſtice ; then, perchance, 
No, no, my lord! 
To teach the blind oppreſſiye Fury reaſon: 


Oft has the luſtre of avenging ſteel 
- Unſeal'd her id eyes — The ſword i is reaſon !. 


In the king's name, and by his ſpecial order, 
Nv ! here arreſt you priſoner of ſtate. 


© Unleſs he be the huſband of Conſtantia. 
To bear you to the caſtle of Palermo. 


Submit, my lord—No caſtle long can hold | 
Our wrongs— This, more than friendſhip or alliance, 


By the ſtrong tie of common. injury, $54 
Which nothing can diſſolve —l grieve,  Redolpbe, 
To ſee the reigy in ſuch unhappy fort Fn 
Begin. 
This meteor-king may blaze a while, but oon 


Farewel, my lord---More than my. life and fortune, 
| Remember well, is in your hands——my honour! 


Me ſhall not long be parted. —On theſe eyes 
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Of wide-eſtabliſh'd order out of joint, 


He, in a fit of ſickly kind repentance, 
May make a merit to return to reaſon. 
There is a nobler way, 


s. c E. N. E VI. 


1 Demon: 1 th guards. 
Rod. My lord high-conftable of Sicily, 


_ O/m. What king? I know no king af. Sicily — 5 


Rod. Then know him now—Behold his royal orders N 
Si f. Let the big torrent foam its madneſs off. 


Confirms me thine; this binds me to thy fortunes, 


O ſin. The reign! the uſurpation call it! 


Muſt ſpend his idle terrors—Sir, lead on— _ 


Siſf. Our honour is the ſame. My ſon, farewel - 


Sleep ſhall not ſhed his balm, till I behold . 
Reſtor d to freedom, or partake thy bonds. 
Even noble courage is not void of blame, 
III nobler patience ſanctifies its flame. 
| 5 22 T7 the Fourth . 

6, e 5 | . 
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H E proſpect lowrs around. ] found the 155. 
Tho' calm'd a little, with ſubſiding tempeſt, 
As ſuits his generous nature, yet in love 
Abated nonght, moſt ardent in his purpoſe ; 
Inexorably fix'd, whate'er the riſque, _ 


To claim my daughter; and diſſolve this _ 4 


T have embark'd, upon a perilous fea, 
A mighty treaſure. Here the rapid youth, 
Tb' impetuous paſſions of a lover-king 
Check my bold courſe; and there the jealous pride; 
Th' impatient honour of a haughty lord 
Of the firſt rank, in intereſt and dependants | 
Near equal to the king, forbid retreat. 
My honour too, the fame unchang'd conviction, 
That theſe my meaſures were, and ſtill remain 
Of abſolute neceffity, to fave 
The land from civil fury, urge me on. 
But how proceed? I only faſter ruth 
Upon the deſperate evils I would fhun. 
Whate'er the motive be, deceit, I fear, 


And harſh unnatural force are not the means 


Of public welfare or of private bliſs | 
Bear witnefs, Heaven! Thou mind-inſpeQting eye! | 
My breaſt is pure. I have prefer'd my duty, 

The good and ſafety of my fellow- ſubjects, 

To all thoſe views that fire the ſelfiſh race 

Of men, and mix them in eternal broils. 

| Enter an Officer belonging to 8iF FRE DI. 

Off. My lord, a man of noble port, his face 
Wrap” din diſguiſe, is earneft for admifion. 


Siff. Go, bid him enter. leer ger 0, 


Ha! wrap'd | in diſguiſe ! 


And at this late unſeaſonable boar! | 


When o'er the world tremendous midnight reigns, | 


By the dire PRs of raging 141415 was 
SCENE 


5 


59. 


As I defy his tyranny and threats 
Our friend Goffreds, who commands the caſtle, 
On my rg ere dawn to render back 


My per 


Veſie, * more, demand, your inſtant aid, 1 
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SIFFREDI, OsMonD, diſcovering himſelf. 
Siff. What! ha! earl Oſmond, you ?—Welcome, 
5 once more, 
To this glad roof But why in this diſguiſe? 
Would I could hope the king exceeds his * 
1 have his faith, ſoon as to-morrow's ſun, 
Shall gild Sicilia's cliffs, you ſhall be free. — _ 


Has ſome good angel turn d his heart to Fſtice 7. . 


Oſm. It is not by the favour of count Tancred 
That I am here. As much I ſcorn his favour, 


on, has permitted me this freedom. 
Know then; the faithleſs outrage of to = 
By him committed whom you call the king, 


Has rous'd Con/lantia's court. Our friends, the friends | 

Of virtue, juſtice, and of public faith, ; | 
_ Ripe for revolt, are in high ferment all. 
This, this, they ſay, exceeds whate'er deform” d 

The miſerable days we ſaw beneath 


William the bad. This ſaps the ſolid 8 


At once of government and private 3 | 
This ſhameleſs impoſition on the faith, 


The majeſty of ſenates, this leud inſult, 


This violation of the rights of men. 
Added to theſe, his ignominious treatment 


Of her th' illuſtrious offspring of our 45 7 


Sicilia's hope, and now our royal miſtreſs. 

| You know, my lord, how groſsly theſe infringe = 
The late king's will; which orders, if count Tanct ed . 
Make not Conſtantia partner of his throne, | G 
That he be quite excluded the ſucceſſion, 


And ſhe to Henry given, king of the 5 
The potent emperor Barbareſſa's ſon, IN 


Who ſeeks with earneſt inſtance her alliance. 5 


I thence of. you, as guardian of the laws, 
As guardian of this Will to you ee e 


60 TANCRED AND. 
To ſee it put in vigorous execution, 

Siff. You cannot doubt, my lord, of my concurrence. 
Who more than I have labour'd this great point? 
»Tis my own plan. And, if I drop it now, 

I ſhould be juſtly branded with the ſhame 
Of raſh advice or deſpicable weakneſs. 
But let us not precipitate the matter. 
Conſtantia's friends are numerous and ſtrong ; 
Let Tancred's, truſt me; are of equal force. 
Fer ſince the ſecret of his birth was known, 
The people all are in a tumult hurl'd 
Of boundleſs joy, to hear there lives a prince 
Of mighty Guiſcard's line. Numbers, beſides, 
Of powerful barons, who at heart had pined, 
Io ſee the reign of their renown'd forefathers, 
Won by immortal deeds of matchleſs valour, 
| Paſs from the gallant Normans to the Suewi, 
Will, with a kind of rage, eſpouſe his cauſe- 
*Tis fo, my-lord—be not by paſſion blinded- 
_ *Fis ſurely ſo— 0 if our prating virtue 
Dells not in words alone O let us join, 
My generous Oſmond, to avert theſe woes, 
And yet ſuſtain our tottering Norman kingdom? 
Oſm. But how, Siffredi? how ?—Tf by ſoft means 
We can maintain our rights, and fave our country, 
May his unnatural blood firſt ſtain the ſword, 
Who with unpitying fury firſt ſhall draw it! 


| 
| 


| But it requires an awful flight of virtue, 

ll Above the paſſions of the vulgar breaſt, | 

| | And thence from thee I hope it, noble Ofmond— 67 

| Suppoſe my daughter, to her God deyoted, 

Mere plac'd within ſome convent's ſacred verge, 

: Beneath the dread protection, of the altar 

Ofin, Ere'then, by heavens! I would deyourl ſhave. 

My holy ſcalp, turn whining monk myſelf, | 

And pray inceſſant for the tyrant's ſafety | 

What! How! becauſe an inſolent invader, 

A facrilegious tyrant, in contempt _ 

Of all thoſe nobleft rights, which to maintain 
Is man's peculiar pride, demands my wife; 

1 bat] hail thus betray: the common cauſe. 


Siff. I have a thought The glorious work be thine. 


ka — — 


Of 


It holds a pulſe unequal to my A6 


1 with earl O/mond were as cool as I 
To his own ſelfiſh bliſs—ay, and as warm 
To that of others—But of this no more 


—— 


— 
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Of human kind, and tamely yield her up, 


Even in the manner you propoſe—QO then 
I were ſupremely vile ! degraded! ſhamed! 


The ſcorn of manhood l. and abhor'd of "RE . 


Siff. There is; my lord, an honour, the calm child: 
Of reaſon, of humanity and mercy, | 


Superior far to this punctilious demon, 
That ſingly minds itſelf, and oft embroils 
With proud barbarian niceties the world! 


Oſm. My lord, my anker I cannot brook your: 
prudence— 


Unblemiſtrd honour is the flower of virtue! 
The vivifying ſoul! and he who ſlights it 


. Will leave the other dull and lifeleſs. droſs. 5 


Si. No more you are too warm. 

O/m. You are too cool, 

Siff. Too cool, my lord? I were 145860 too cook, 
Not to reſent this language, and to tell 2 


My daughter is thy wife—I gave her to "Ry 


And will againſt all force maintain her thine. | 
But think not I will catch thy headlong -- "gg 
_ WhirPd in a blaze of madneſs o'er the land; 

Or, till the laſt extremity compel me, | 
| Riſque the dire means of war The king to-morrow | 


Wilt fet you free; and, if by gentle means 
He does not yield my daughter to your arms, 


And wed Conſtantia, as the Will requires, 
Why then expect me on the hide of ones 
Let that ſuffice. 


Ofm. It does—Forgive my Jenks; 


My rankled mind, by injuries inflam'd, 
| May be too prompt to take and give offence. 


_ Siff. Tis paſs'd - Vour wrongs, I own, may well 4 
tranſport 


The wiſeſt mind—But henceforth, bie Oſmmd,.. 


Do me more juſtice, honour more my truth, 


Nor mark me with an eye of ſquint ſulpicion 
Thelej Jars * may — your ſoul 


= 


: Demands the 


=: TANCRED "7 { 
On my firm faith and unremitting friendſhip, 
Of that J ſure have given exalted proof, 
And the next fun we ſee ſhall prove it further— 
Return, my ſon, and from your friend Gofiredo = 
| Releaſe your word. There try, by ſoft repoſe, 
To calm your breaſt. 
O/m. Bid the vext ocean ſleep, 
Swept by the pinions of the raging north- 
But your frail by care and toil exhauſted, 
balm of all-repatring reſt. 


SiF. Soon as to-morrow's dawn thall freak he ies, 5 
I. with my friends in folemn ſtate aſſembled, 1 


Wil to the palace, and demand your freedom. 


Then by calm reaſon, or by higher means, 
The king ſhall quit his claim, and in the face 
Of Sicily, my daughter ſhall be Sik | 
Farewel, | 


—— My lord, good night, 
8.08 N E m. 


Otten alone. 22 a long pauſe] 


* 1 like him not——— 
Ves—!I have mighty matter of ubpicioa. 


Tis plain—lI ſee it lurking in his breaſt, 


| He has a fooliſh fondneſs for this 3 
My honour is not ſafe, while here my wife 

Remains Who knows but he this very night 

May bear her to ſome convent, as he mention d— 


The king too— tho I ſmother'd up my rage, 


I mark'd it well vill ſet me free to-morrow. 
Why not to-night? He has ſome dark deſign— 
By heavens! he has—I am abus'd moſt groſslj- ; 
Made the vile tool of this old ſtateſman's ſchemes 5 0 
Marry'd to one —ay, and he knew it—one 
Who laves young Tancred! Hence her ſwooning, tears, 
And all her ſoft diſtreſs, when ſhe diſgrac'd mie 
By baſely giving her perfidtous hand _ 
Without her heart—Hell and perdition! this, 
This is the perfidy !/—This is the fell, 555 
The keen, envenom'd, exquiſite diſgrace ! 
Which to a man of honour even exceeds 


The 
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The falſhaod of the perſon—But I now ́ 
Will rouſe me from the poor tame lethargy, 

By my believing fondneſs caſt upon me. 

I will not wait his crawling timid motions, 
Perhaps to blind me meant, which he to-morrow 
Has promis'd to purſue. No! ere his eyes 

Shall open on to-morrow's orient beam, 

I will convince him that earl O/mond never 
Was form'd to be his dupe—I know full well 

'Th' important weight and danger of the deed : 
But to a man, whom greater dangers preſs, 
Driven to the brink of infamy and horror, | 
 Raſhneſs itſelf, and utter deſperation, 

Are the beſt 1 will bear her olf 
This night, and lodge her in a place of fafery. 

I have a truſty band that waits not far. 
Hence ! let me loſe no time—One rapid moment 

Should ardent form, at once, and execute _ 


mo” bold deſign— Tis rd Tis done !—Yes, then, : 


When I have ſeiz'd the prize of love and honour, 
And with a friend ſecur'd her; to the caſtle 
I will repair, and claim Goffredo's promiſe. 

To rife with all his garrifon—my friends 
With brave impatience wait. The mine 1s laid, 
And 7s wants ny Is Ouch. to ring. 


ry ce E N E . 
. sioisuonpas Apartment. | 


„ LAURA. 


A Heavens! tis a fearful night! 
__  Gigi/. Ah! the black rage 
of Wien tempeſt, or th aſſuring ſmiles 


Olf radiant morn, are equal all to me. 


 Nought now has charms or terrors to my breaſt, 

'The ſeat of ſtupid woe !—Leave me, my Laure. : 

| Kind reſt, perhaps, may huſh my woes a little — 

Oh for that quiet fleep that knows no morning! 

 *Laur. Madam, indeed I know not how to go. 
Ixdulge my fondneſs—Let me watch a while 

| wy * ſad bed,” ill theſe dread hours ſhal! paſs. 


96 
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Sigiſ. Alas! what is the toil of elements; 
This idle-perturbation of the ſky, 


Io what I feel within!—Oh that the fires ; 


Of pitying heaven would point their fury here! 
Good night, my deareſt Laura 

Laur. Oh I know not 
What this oppreſſion means—but tis with pain, 
With tears, I can perſuade myſelf to leave you— 
| Well then—Good night, my deareſt — 4 


SCENE v. N 
netten | 


"Ab am I then alone ?—The moſt undone, 
Moſt wretched being now beneath the cope 
Of this affrighting gloom that wraps the world — 
I ſaid I did not fear Ah me! I feel 225 

A ſhivering horrby, run thro all my powers! 
O Jam nought butumult, fears and weakneſs! 
And yet how idle fear, when hope is gone, 


TED Gone, Sone for ever !—O thou gentle ſcene 


[Looking towards her bed I = 
Of ſweet repoſe, whers by th' oblivious -+ 15-208 
Of each ſad toilſome day, to peace reſtor d 


25 Unhappy mortals loſe their woes a-while, 


* My lord the king! 


Thou haſt no peace for me!—What ſhall I do S 
_ How pals this dreadful night, ſo big with terror? 
| Here. with the midnight ſhades, here will I ſit, 85 
« 1 aer! down 1 
A prey to dire deſpair, and ceaſeleſs weep 5 
T he hours away—Bleſs me /—l heard. a noiſe— {= 
5 | 8 170 N 
No- michel - Nochiag but eder reigns . 
And awful midnight „ 0 nn 


s CENE VI. 


n 1 
TFane. Be not alarm'd, my love! 
Sigiſ. My royal lord! why. at his miduight hour iS 


Fanc. | 


How came you bither * 


$ 4 
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Tanc. By that ſecret ray e's 


| My love contriv'd, when we, in happier days, 
_ Ug'd to devote theſe hours, ſo much in Veen, 


To vows of love and everlaſting friendſhip. 
Sigiſ. Why will you thus perſiſt to add new | Sls | 


To her diſtreſs, who never can | be thine > 


O fly me! fly? You know 


anc. I know too much. 


Oo I could reproach thee, \ Sigiſmunds 'S 

Pour out my injur'd ſoul in juſt complaints! 

But now the time permits not, theſe ſwift moments 

I told thee how thy father's artifice 

Forc'd me to ſeem Praten in thine eyes. 

Ah, fatal blindneſs! not to have obſerv'd | 
The mingled pangs of rage and love that ſhookn me; 

When, by my cruel public ſituation © 

Compell'd, I only feign'd conſent, to mis. 

A little tine, and more ſecure thee imine. 

Fer ſince A dreadful interval of care l- 7985 

My thoughts have been employ'd, not Shoot hope, - 

How to defeat Siffred?'s barbarous purpoſe. 

But thy credulity has ruin'd all, 155 
Iuhy raih, thy wild—I know not what to name ir — 
Oh it has prov'd the giddy hopes of man 

1 To be deluſion all, and ſickening folly! 


Sigiſ. Ah, generous Tancred | / ah * truth deflroys N 5 


mat 


Ves, yes, tis I, 'tis I 15 am falſe! To 

My haſty rage, join'd to my tame ſabmiſlon, 

More than the moſt exalted filial duty 
Could &er demand, has daſh'd our cup of fate 

With bitterneſs. unequal'd—But, as! e 
What are thy woes to mine ?—to mine! juſt heaven l- | 
Nou is thy turn of vengeance—hate, renounce me! 
O leave me to the fate I well deſerve, | 
To ſink in hopeleſs miſery!—at leaſt, 

Try to forget the worthleſs Sigiſmunds ! 1 


Tanc. Forget thee No! Thou art my - Gul ſelf ; 


T have no thought, no hope, no wiſh, but thee!” 
Even this repented injury, the fears, 
That rouſe me all to madneſs, at the chought | 
Of loüng —.— the whole colleQed pains. 5 


r 
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Of my full heart, ſerve but to make thee dearer! | 
Ah, how forget thee!—Much muſt be forgot, 
Ere Tancred can forget his Sigiſmunda! 

Sigiſ. But you, my lord, muſt make that great effort. 

Tanc. Can Sigiſmunda make it? | 

Sigiſ. Ah! I know not 
With what ſucceſs——But all that feeble woman, 
And love-entangled reaſon can perform, 

I, to the utmoſt, will exert to do it. | 

Tanc, Fear — done If thou canſt form the 

Succeſs is Rd am forgot already! fo” 

Sigiſ. Ab, Tancred! —But, my lord, reſpect me more. g 

Think who Jam What can you now propoſe? 
Tanc. A claim the lighted vows ne en my 8 
5 card. 

To 3 the rights of holy love, „ 
By faith and honour bound, to which compar'd 


1 | 2 _ Theſe empty forms, which have enſnar'd thy hand, 


Are impious guile, abuſe, and profanation 
Nay, as a king, v hoſe high prerogative 
By this unlicens'd marriage is affronted, 

To bid the laws themſelves pronounce it WY 1 
Sigi. Honour, my lord, is much too proud to catch 
At every ſlender. twig of nice diſtinctions. : 

Thbeſe for th' unfeeling vulgar may do well: 
But thoſe, whoſe ſouls are by the nicer rule 


8 | - Of virtuous delicacy nobly ſway'd, 5 
S tand at another bar than that of MW OY 
Then ceaſe to urge me—Since I am not born 


To that exalted fate to be your queen 
Or, yet a dearer name to be your wife — 


I am the wife of an illuſtrious lod 


Of your own princely blood; and what I am, = 
I will with proper dignity remain. 


| Retire, my royal lord—There is no means 


To cure the wounds this fatal day has given, 
We meet no more! 
| Tanc, Oh barbarous $7 unde! | 
And canſt thou talk thus pane thus treat me 
With ſuch unpitying, unrelenting = (44h 
Poor i is the 2", that rather than give 1 2 
2 775 A little 


= 
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A little pride, a little formal pride, 


The breath of vanity, can bear to ſee 
The man, whoſe heart was once ſo dear to thine, 


By many a tender vow ſo mix'e together, 


A prey to anguiſh, fury and diſtraction !— 

Thou canſt not ſurely make me ſuch a wretch, 
Thou canſt not, Sigiſmundea ! Yet relent, 

O fave us yet! -—Rodolpho, with my g guatds, | 
Waits in the garden—Let us ſeize the moments 


We ne'er may have again—With more than power 

I will affert thee mine, with faireſt honour. _ 

| The world ſhall even approve ; each honeſt boſom 
| Swell with a kindred joy to ſee us happy. 
 Sigif. The world approve !--What is the world to we? 
The conſcious mind is its own awful world. — 
And yet, perhaps, if thou wert not a king, 
I know not, Tancred, what I might have done. 


Then, then my conduct, ſanQtify'd by love, 


iS Could not be deem'd, by the ſevereſt judge, 
The mean effect of intereſt or ambition. We 
But now, not all my partial heart can plead, 


Shall ever ſhake th unalterable dickates 
5 Thar tyrannize my breaft. - 


Tanc. Tis well—No more 


| I yield me to my fate—Yes, yes, inhuman? 
* Since thy barbarian heart is ſteel'd by pride, 
Shut up to love and pity, here behold me 
Caſt on the ground, a vile and abject wretch ! 
Loft to all cares, all dignities, all duties! 
Here will I grow, breathe out my faithful foul, 
Here, at thy feet—Death, death alone ſhall part us! 


Sigiſ. Have you then vow'd todrive me to perdition? 


What can I more ?—Yes,  Tancred ! once — 
I will forget the dignity my ſtation 
Commands me to fuſtain — for the laſt time 
Will tell thee, that, I fear, no ties, no duty, 
Can ever root thee from my hapleſs boſom. _ 
O leave me! fly me! were it but in pity !— 
To ſee what once we tenderly have lov'd, 
Cut off from every hope — cut off for ever l 
Is pain thy generoſity ſhould ſpare me. 
Ihen riſe, = lord; and i 5 truly love me; 


. 
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If you reſpet my honour, nay, my peace, 
Retire! for tho? th' emotions of my heart 


San ne'er alarm my virtue; yet, alas! © 
They tear it ſo, they pierce it with ſuch anguiſh— 


Oh 'tis too much ll cannot bear the conflia! 


5 R N K VII. 


* 


E nr . 


On. [entering.] Turn, rant | turn! and anſwer 


to my honour, 
For this thy baſe unſufferable outrage! 
Tranc. Inſolent traitor! think not to eſcape _ 
: Thylelf my vengeance! [They fight. Ofutond falls. 
” * Help here! Help 1—0 heavens! 


[Throwing herſelf down by bin 4 


. Alas! my lord, what meant your headlong roget 
That faith, which I, this day, upon the altar 
To you devoted, is uablemiſh'd, pure, 

As veſtal truth; was reſolutely yours, 
Beyond the power of aught on earth to ſhake it. 
0 /m. Perfidious woman! die !: 


= 


[Shortening his ſword, he plunges it into ber breaf. my 5 


; "Aud to the grave 
| Attend a huſband, yet but half arengd! OY 
Tanc. O horror! horror! execrable villain ! 


 Ofm. And, tyrant! thou Thou thalt not o er y f 


tomb 


Exult— * well ri greatl— die content.- [Dies 1 5 


„ er ben Wt 


Taxcxen, $toxnzpY, Rovoueno, $1619vNDA, 5 


LAURA. 


Tune. [Throwing himſelf down by Sigifmunda.] by 


Quick! here! beiks aid !—All in Palermo bring 


=: Whoſe {kili can ſave her !—Ah! that | mend boſom, 


Pours faſt the ſtreams of life. 

Sigiſ. All aid is vain, _ 
I feel the powerful hand of death upon me 
But, oh! it ſheds a ſweetneſs thro my fate, 
That I am | thine again ; and, wihout blame, 


May 


*( 


My father! 
To thee, my ſinking father! 


A fearful darkneſs cloſes all around= 
My friends! we needs muſt in muſt obey 
Th' imperious call—Farewel, my Laura ! cheriſh. 

My poor afflited father's age—Rodolpho, e 
Nov is the time to watch th' unhappy king, 


bt. 30S; my Tancred,  fomerhing more to 0 fay— ; 3 5 


„ 
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| May i in my Tanered's arms reſign my ſoul! 


Tanc. Oh, death is in that ef ſo gently mild, 


80 ſadly ſweet, as mixes even with mine 


The tears of hovering angels!—Mine again |— 
And is it thus the-cruel fates have join'd us? 
Are theſe the horrid nuptials they prepare 

For love like ours? Is virtue thus rewarded ? 


Let not my impious rage accuſe juſt heaven! 


Thou, Tancred! thou! haſt murder'd Sieiſmundat 


That furious man was but the tool of fate, 
I, I the cauſe !—But I will do thee juſtice 
| On this deaf heart! that to thy tender wiſdom 
| Refus'd an ear—Yes, death ſhall ſoon unite us! — 
| Sigi. Live, live, my Tancred Let my death dae 5 
T6 expiate all that may have been amiſs. _ 2 
Muay it appeaſe the fates, avert their fury 
From thy prepitious reign! Mean-time, of me 


And of thy glory mindful, live, I charge thee, 


To guard our friends, nnd make thy people happy— | 1 


[ Obſerving Siffredi ft in aſtoniſb ment and grief. 
Oh! how ſhall I lift TO F, T1 


Siff. Awful heaven! 


lam chaſtivd!——My deareſt child!. — 


Sigiſ. Where am 1? 


With all the care and tenderneſs of friendihip—- 


Oh my dear father! bow'd beneath the weight 

Of age and grief—the victim even of virtue, — 
Receive my laſt adieu! Where art thou, 7 ancreds ü 

Give me thy hand- But ah! it cannot ſave me 


From the dire king of terrors, whoſe col q power 
Creeps o'er my heart—Oh! _ 


Tanc. How theſe pangs diſtract me; 5 
O lift thy gracious eyes . Thou leav'ſt x me then?! 


5 Thou leav'ft me, Sigiſmunda | ! 


Sigiſ. Yet a moment 


” PA 
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Ves but thy love and tenderneſs ſor me 
Sure makes it needleſs Harbour no reſentment. 
Againſt my father; venerate his zeal, _ 
That acted from a principle of goodneſs, | 
From faithful love to thee—Liye and maintain 
My innocence imbalm'd, with holieſt care 
Preſerve my ſpotleſs memory I die— - 
ErERNAL Mexcy take my trembling ſoul ! 
Ohl 'is the only ſting of death to part 
From theſe we love—from -er, * 7. ev ! 


(Dies 15 
Tone. Thus then! | 


[Flying to bis ford 5 15 ; bell by Rodolpho. ] . 


0 Hold ! bold! my lord Have you ne 
Your Sigi/munda's laſt requeſt already? x 
FTanc. Off! ſet me free! Think not to bind me lows, 8 
With barbarous friendſhip, to the rack of life! _ 
What hand can ſhut the thouſand, thouſand gates, — 
Which death ſtill opens to the woes of mortals *— 
I ſhall find means—No power in earth or heaven 
Can force me to endure the hateful light, 
Thus robb'd of all that lent it joy and ſweetneſs! 
Off! traitors! off! or my diſtracted ſoul 
Will burſt indignant from this jail of e, 25 | 
To where ſhe beckons yonder—No, mild feraph! 
Point not to life —I cannot linger here, 
Cut off from thee, the miſerable. pity, - 
| The ſcorn of human kind !- A dg king! 
Who let his mean poor-hearted love, one moment, 
To coward prudence ſtoop who made it noett 
The firſt undoubting action of his reign, 


To ae e to his dae eudithite'to ſhield the, 


Thuy helpleſs boſom from a ruffian's fury !- 
O ſhame! O agony! O the fell ſtingss 
Ot late, of vain repentance ! He | my baia 
Is all on fire! a wild abyſs of thought! | 
T' infernal world diſcloſes ! See! behold him! 
Lo! with fierce ſmiles he ſhakes the bloody oP 
And mocks my feeble tears---Hence! _— men 
Spurn his vile carcaſs! give it to the dogs! 
Expoſe it to the winds and ſcreaming ravens! | 
Or hurl i it down that roy Eu to hell, YL. = 3 
| There 


— 
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5 There with his ſoul to toſs in flames for 8 
Ah, impotence of , es am I?- Where ? 


Sad, fitent, all? he forms of dumb deſpair, 
Around ſome mournful tomb !---What do I ſee ? 


This ſoft abode of innocence and love 


Turn'd to the houſe of death! a place of horror !--- 


Ah! that poor corſe! uy pale ! A with 


murder ? 


| Is that my Sigi/monda! ” 


[Throwing himſelf down by Ber. 5 | 


SIFFREDI. 


- Lier a . pauſe, touting on the ſcene before him. 1 1 
.: Have I liv'd | 
Io theſe enfeebled years, by haven reſery d, 1 5 
| To be a dreadful monument of juſtice ?- — 
Ro dol pho, raiſe the king, and bear him — 5 
From this diſtracting ſcene of blood and death. 
Alas! I dare not give him my aſſiſtance; 
| My care would only more enflame his 200 | 


; Behold the fatal work of my dark hand, Fs 
That by rude force the paſſions would command, 1 
That ruthleſs ſought to root them from the breaſt 1 0 

They may be rul'd, but will not be oppreſt. 
Taught hence, ye parents, who from nature ſtray, 
And the great ties of ſocial life betray ; "> | 
Ne'er with your children act a tyrant's part: 


_ *Tis yours to guide, not violate the heart. 


Ye vainly wiſe, who o'er mankind preſide, 
| Behold my righteous woes, and drop your pride * 
Keep virtue's ſimple path before your eyes, 


5 Nor think from evil ras can ever riſe. 
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